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of  pistols  at  the  two  cowboys,  while  Harry  ’bound  the  villain 
detective.  “  This  man  is  our  prisoner !  ”  The  cow- 


King  Brady  levelled  a  brace 


exclaimed  the  old  detective.  - 

boys  paused,  holding  their  revolvers  ready  for  action 
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OR, 

Hot  Work  Among:  the  Cowboys. 


BY  A  NEW  YORK  DETECTIVE. 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE  OLD  TABLET. 

y  ■  / 

At  ten  o’clock  on  the  night  of  March  30,  a  well-dressed 
man  with  a  gray  beard  was  passing  up  Second  avenue  near 
the  corner  of  20th  street. 

It  was  very  dark,  hut  the  electric  light  near  by  might 
have  shown  an  observer  the  figure  of  another  man,  in  the 
garb  of  a  cowboy,  crouching  in  the  doorway  of  the  Post- 
Graduate  Hospital,  clutching  a  revolver  in  his  hand. 

At  the  same  moment  a  young  girl  of  great  beauty, 
dressed  in  black,  who  was  employed  as  nurse  in  the  hos¬ 
pital,  was  coming  up  20th  street. 

When  the  gray-bearded  man  arrived  opposite  the  hospi¬ 
tal  the  girl  reached  the  corner,  and  the  cowboy  sprang  from 
his  covert. 

Seizing  the  old  man  by  the  throat,  and  aiming  the  pistol 
at  hi3  head,  the  villain  cried  in  hoarse  tones  of  suppressed 
excitement: 

“John  Anderson,  I  want  that  old  Aztec  tablet.” 

The  old  gentleman  recoiled,  uttering  a  suppressed  cry  of 
alarm,  clapped  his  hand  to  his  bosom,  and  glaring  at  his 
assailant  he  turned  pale  and  gasped: 

“Good  heavens!  It’s  Yank  Troy!  It’s  my  old  enemy!” 

The  startled  girl,  seeing  what  was  happening,  paused, 
vr*ry  much  frightened,  and  glancing  hurriedly  around  failed 
to  see  anyone  but  the  two  men. 

“Give  rne  that  tablet!”  hissed  the  man  with  the  pistol  in 

furious  tones. 


“I  won’t!”  hoarsely  gasped  his  victim,  struggling  to  get 
away. 

“Then  I’ll  take  it  from  yer  corpse!”  panted  the  villain, 
savagely. 

“Plelp!  Police!”  frantically  shrieked  Anderson,  as  he 
desperately  tore  himself  free  from  his  enemy’s  grip  and 
sprang  back. 

A  smothered  imprecation  escaped  Troy,  and  he  raised 
his  revolver. 

He  fired  two  shots  at  his  victim,  and  a  groan  escaped 
Anderson.  He  reeled  back,  fell  heavily  on  his  face  on  the 
pavement,  and  the  girl  shrieked  with  terror. 

Troy  saw  her,  but  rushed  to  his  victim,  thrust  a  hand 
in  Anderson’s  breast  pocket,  withdrew  a  peculiar  triangu¬ 
lar  piece  of  stone  covered  with  strange  carving,  and  ran 
away  through  20th  street  at  the  top  of  his  speed. 

“A  murder!”  gasped  the  nurse,  as  she  glared  at  the  pros¬ 
trate  figure  of  the  old  man  lying  on  the  sidewalk.  “I  must 
get  away  from  here.  I  don’t  wish  to  get  dragged  into 
such  an  atrocious  case.” 

And  she  dashed  into  the  hospital  and  disappeared. 

Hardly  had  she  vanished,  when  two  men  came  running 
around  the  corner  alarmed  by  John  Anderson’s  cries  and 
the  fatal  pistol  shots. 

They  were  Secret  Service  detectives,  known  as  the 
Bradys. 

The  one  in  advance  was  Young  King  Brady,  otherwise 
known  as  Harry,  and  he  was  a  stylish  youth  of  twenty,  with 
a  handsome  face,  an  athletic  figure,  a  pair  of  keen  eyes,  and 
all  the  sagacity  of  a  veteran. 

Reaching  Anderson  in  advance  of  bis  partner,  the  boy 
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kneeled  down  and  hurriedly  examined  the  unfortunate 
man. 

By  the  time  he  finished  his  inspection  Old  King  Brady 
reached  him. 

He  was  a  tall  man,  with  a  smooth  face  and  deep-set  eyes, 
white  hair,  and  a  silent,  taciturn  air  that  impressed  the  be¬ 
holder  at  once. 

“Well?”  he  demanded,  as  he  paused,  took  off  his  big 
felt  hat,  and  fanned  himself  a  moment.  “What  is  it?” 

“He’s  dead,”  replied  Harry,  glancing  up..  “Got  two  bul¬ 
lets  in  his  body.” 

The  old  detective  grunted  and  reflected. 

Glancing  around  carefully  a  few  moments,  he  remarked: 

“Not  a  soul  in  sight.  It’s  a  mystery,  I  suppose.” 

The  boy  nodded  deference  to  his  judgment. 

He  was  only  a  pupil  of  this  celebrated  old  man  hunter, 
and  had  great  faith  in  the  wisdom  of  Old  King  Brady. 

There  was  nothing  surprising  in  this,  either,  for  when  he 
became  ambitious  to  learn  the  detective  profession,  and  was 
introduced  to  his  namesake,  Old  King  Brady  readily  volun¬ 
teered  to  teach  him  his  business. 

“Must  be  the  victim  of  an  assassin,”  said  the  boy. 

.  “How  did  the  bullets  enter — front  or  back?” 

“In  his  bosom.  One  pierced  the  right  lung  and  the  other 
his  heart.” 

“Any  powder  mark  on  his  skin?” 

“None  whatever.  He  was  shot  at  long  range,  evidently.” 

Old  King  Brady  took  a  chew  of  tobacco  and  remarked: 

“Why  was  he  killed?  That’s  the  problem.” 

“Looks  like  a  case  of  revenge.” 

“Wasn’t  the  body  robbed?” 

“Not  that  I  can  see.  He  wears  a  gold  watch  and  chain,  a 
big  diamond  stud,  and  there’s  a  three-karat  ruby  ring  on 
his  finger.” 

“OddV  I  jooks  like  a  western  man,  don’t  he?” 

“Yes,”  said  Harry,  searching  the  pockets  of  the  corpse, 
and  producing  a  bunch  of  keys,  a  well-filled  wallet,  a  knife, 
and  several  letters. 

When  he  felt  in  the  breast  pocket  he  drew  out  the  half 
of  the  stone  tablet  which  Yank  Troy  in  his  hurry  failed 
to  get. 

In  fact,  the  murderer  was  so  excited  it  is  doubtful  if  he 
noticed  that  the  stone  was  broken  in  two  when  Anderson 
fell  to  the  pavement. 

Harry  glanced  at  it  curiously. 

“What’s  this?”  he  said,  holding  it  up. 

“A  freshly  broken  tablet.  Where’s  the  rest  of  it?” 

“Gone.” 

“See  if  you  can  find  it.” 

The  boy  rolled  the  corpse  over. 

All  he  could  discover  was  a  number  of  tiny  chips  and 
particles  resulting  from  the  fracture  of  the  queer  stone  in 
the  dead  man’s  breast  pocket. 

“Here’s  evidence  that  the  tablet  was  just  broken,”  said 
Harry. v 

“That’s  plain.  Half  of  it  has  vanished.  His  murderer 
must  have  taken  it.  If  ho  killed  the  man  for  this  stone,  the 
peculiar  tablet  must  be  of  great  value.  But  it's  pretty  evi¬ 


dent  his  assailant  only  got  part  of  the  stone.  See,  it’s 
covered  with  carving  in  queer  characters.” 

Harry  read  the  address  on  one  of  the  letters  aloud: 

“John  Anderson,  Manhattan  Hotel,  Room  267.  That 
must  be  his  name  and  address,  Old  King  Brady.” 

“Yes.  Just  pocket  those  things.  We  may  need  them.” 

As  Old  King  Brady  spoke  he  bent  over  the  dead  man 
and  made  a  rapid  but  thorough  examination  of  the  corpse. 

While  he  was  so  engaged  several  people  came  running  to 
the  spot  from  different  directions,  attracted  by  the  shots 
and  cries. 

Among  them  was  a  physician  from  the  hospital. 

“Can  I  be  of  any  aid?”  he  asked.  “I’m  a  doctor.” 

“No,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  shaking  his  head.  “The 
man  is  dead.” 

“Shot?” 

“Murdered.” 

“By  whom?” 

“That’s  a  mystery.  His  assailant  is  gone.” 

Just  then  two  policemen  dashed  up  to  the  spot,  pushed 
their  way  through  the  crowd  of  people,  and  recognized 
the  detectives. 

“Hello,  Old  King  Brady!”  cried  one.  “  What’s  amiss?” 

The  detective  explained,  and  then  added  briefly: 

“Send  for  the  wagon.” 

One  of  the  patrolmen  complied. 

In  quarter  of  an  hour  the  corpse  was  driven  away. 

The  spectators  scattered  and  the  detectives  crossed  the 
street. 

“What  do  you  conclude?”  queried  Harry. 

His  partner  did  not  reply  at  once.  He  was  qarefully  siz¬ 
ing  up  the  locality.  When  he  finished,  he  remarked: 

“The  old  man  was  alone.  The  position  of  his  body 
shows  that  he  was  heading  toward  23d  street.  The  angle 
at  which  those  bullets  pierced  his  body  shows  that  his  as¬ 
sailant  was  waiting  for  him  in  the  neighborhood  of  the 
hospital  doorway.  The  motive  of  the  deed  was  not  rob¬ 
bery,  unless  his  antagonist  was  merely  after  the  missing 
half  of  that  tablet.  Our  best  course,  if  we  do  any  work  on 
this  case,  will  be  to  find  out  what  the  tablet  says.” 

“Who  could  translate  such  queer  hieroglyphics?” 

“I  know  a  professor  of  dead  languages  around  on  23d 
street.  While  I’m  gone  you  scour  this  neighborhood  for  a 
witness  of  the  crime.” 

Harry  nodded  and  they  separated. 

Old  King  Brady  entered  a  house  near  3d  avenue. 

Here  he  met  a  famous  archaeologist,  to  whom  he  showed 
the  tablet. 

“Ancient  Aztec  Inscription,”  was  his  prompt  verdiot 
upon  seeing  it. 

“Translate  it  for  me,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

Sitting  down  at  his  desk,  the  professor  took  pen,  ink 
and  paper,  and  after  carefully  studying  the  stone  a  while 
he  produced  the  following  lines: 

“The  treasure  of  Montezuma  was  carried — 
mv  uncle,  bv  many  slaves — 

From  Mexico  they  traveled — 
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days  to  the  Mountain  of — 
beneath  the  rocks  at  the — 
great  cross,  the  gold  was — 
of  the  main  cavern.  It — 
could  be  carried  in  baskets — 
It  was  this  great — 


She  was  a  refined  looking  girl  of  twenty,  with  large,  dark 
eyes,  a  pale  face,  plump  features,  and  black  hair. 

“You  are  Miss  Anderson,  I  believe ?”  said  the  boy,  po¬ 
litely. 

“That  is  my  name,  sir,”  she  replied.  “Emily  Ander¬ 
son.” 


came  the  vast  stores — 
ancient  rulers 

Guatemozin. 

“What  do  you  think  this  implies?”  asked  the  old  detec¬ 
tive,  reading  it. 

“Imply?”  excitedly  cried  the  professor.  “It  means,  Old 
King  Brady,  that  you  have  in  your  possession  half  of  a 
wonderful  secret.  It  is  the  key  to  find  the  lost  gold  mine  of 
the  Montezumas,  the  source  of  fabulous  wealth,  and  I  know 
that  the  tablet  and  its  signature  are  genuine.  It  was  writ¬ 
ten  by  the  son-in-law  of  Montezuma,  and  is  a  secret  that 
men  have  tried  for  centuries  to  solve.  I’d  give  a  million 
dollars  for  that  stone  complete.” 

“And  it  has  cost  a  human  life,”  sadly  answered  the  de¬ 
tective.  “Man’s  lust  for  gold  drives  many  a  soul  to  perdi¬ 
tion!” 


K 

CHAPTER  II. 

LOCATING  THE  CRIMINAL. 


Left  to  find  a  possible  witness  of  the  murder,  Harry 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  someone  in  the  hospital  might 
have  seen  what  happened,  as  the  deed  was  done  in  plain 
view  of  the  many  windows  in  the  big  building. 

He  therefore  went  in  and  saw  the  chief  doctor,  to  whom 
he  said: 

“I  wish  to  find  out  if  anyone  in  here  saw  that  murder 
committed.” 

“Very  doubtful,”  replied  the  physician.  “All  the  pa¬ 
tients  are  in  bed.” 

“Might  not  some  of  the  medical  staff,  or  some  of  the 
assistants  been  looking  out  of  a  window  at  the  time?” 

“I  will  inquire.” 

The  porter  had  been  listening. 

He  now  interposed  with: 

“Beg  pardon,  sir,  but  jist  afther  thim  shots  wor  fired 
Miss  Anderson  ran  in  from  ther  shtrate  as  pale  as  a  ghost, 
an’  wint  upsthairs.” 

“Call  her  down,  Patrick,”  said  the  doctor,  struck  by  what 
the  man  had  said. 

The  porter  departed.  \ 

When  he  was  gone,  Harry  said  quietly: 

“Her  entrance  at  that  time,  and  subsequent  agitation  are 

suspicious.” 

“Seems  so,”  replied  the  doctor.  “You  can  question 
her.” 

A  few  minutes  later  the  porter  returned  with  the  nurse 
who  had  seen  the  cowboy  shoot  the  old  man,  and  Harry 
keenly  sized  her  up. 


“I  am  Harry  Brady,  and  I’m  a  detective.” 

A  startled  expression  flashed  over  the  girl’s  face. 

“Oh!”  she  exclaimed,  recoiling.  “A  detective?” 

“Yes,”  replied  the  boy,  noting  her  evident  alarm.  “Don’t 
get  frightened.  I  am  not  here  to  arrest  you.  I  merely 
want  some  important  information.  I  believe  you  witnessed 
the  murder  a  while  ago,  didn’t  you?” 

The  nurse  reluctantly  nodded  assent. 

“Yes,”  she  replied,  in  low  tones,  “I  am  sorry  to  say  I 
did.  But  having  no  desire  to  get  mixed  up  in  such  a 
dreadful  affair,  I  ran  in  here,  and  said-  nothing  about  the 
matter.” 

“I  don’t  blame  you,”  said  Harry.  “If  you’ll  tell  me  ex¬ 
actly  what  happened  I  assure  you  we  shall  not  cause  you 
any  annoyance.  I  particularly  want  a  description  of  the 
murderer,  and  desire  to  know  what  they  said.” 

“Oh,  I  can  easily  tell  you  all  that,  Mr.  Brady.” 

And  the  girl  explained  all  that  is  known  to  the  reader 
about  the  crime.  \ 

Harry  listened  attentively,  and  when  she  finished  he  said 
decisively: 

“Then  the  cowboy  murdered  the  man  to  rob  him  of  that 
tablet?” 

“I  am  quite  sure  that  is  all  he  wanted,  sir.” 

“He  must  be  a  member  of  the  western  show  now  playing 
at  Madison  Square  Garden,  as  he  was  in  native  Texan  cos¬ 
tume.” 

“Very  likely,”  assented  the  girl. 

“It’s  odd  that  the  murdered  man  had  your  name,”  Harry 
went  on.  “Was  he  a  relation  of  yours,  do  you  suppose?” 

“No,  I  don’t  believe  so,”  hesitatingly  answered  Emily. 
“My  father  deserted  my  mother  and  I  ten  years  ago,  and 
went  out  west.  When  my  mother  died  and  I  had  to  shift 
for  myself,  I  secured  employment  as  a  nurse,  and  finally 
drifted  to  this  hospital,  practically  penniless.” 

“Did  you  see  the  murdered  man’s  face?”  - 

“No;  not  exactly.” 

“Then  you  ain’t  sure  he  isn’t  your  father?” 

“I  never  thought  of  that.  Here’s  my  father’s  picture.” 

She  opened  a  locket,  and  showed  him  a  photograph  in¬ 
side  of  it. 

At  the  first  glance  Harry  gave  a  slight  start,  and  said, 
impressively: 

“Miss  Anderson,  this  is  a  picture  of  the  murdered  man.” 

“What!”  gasped  the  girl  in  wild  astonishment. 

“The  murdered  man  was  your  father.” 

“My  gracious!  And  I  saw  that  wretch  kill  him!” 

“Strange  as  it  may  seem,  it  is  true.” 

“This  is  shocking.  I  must  see  the  corpse.” 

“Go  to  the  Morgue  to-morrow  and  you  can  do  so.” 

“If  what  you  say  is  true,  my  father  must  have  returned 
1  from  the  west.  There  was  a  strange  fatality  about  my  see- 
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ing  him  under  such  tragic  circumstances  after  all  these 
years.  1  was  a  mere  child  when  last  I  saw  him,  and  I’ve 
forgotten  him  in  every  way  excepting  his  features.  This 
little  picture  in  my  locket  was  all  I  had  to  remind  me  of 
him.” 

“Well,”  said  Harry,  “if  the  victim  of  this  murderer 
really  was  your  father  you’ll  know  it  as  soon  as  you  set  eyes 
on  him.  Should  your  fears  be  well  grounded  call  me  up 
on  the  telephone  to-morrow,  and  let  me  know  while  I  am 
at  headquarters.” 

“Very  well,  Mr.  Bradv.” 

Harry  finally  left  the  hospital. 

In  the  street  he  met  Old  King  Brady  returning. 

“Find  a  witness?”  asked  the  veteran,  as  he  buttoned  up 
his  long  blue  frock  coat  and  joined  the  boy. 

“Yes.  The  murdered  man’s  daughter.” 

“Can  it  be  possible!” 

“She’s  a  nurse  in  the  hospital.” 

And  the  boy  detailed  all  he  had  learned. 

In  conclusion  he  asked  his  partner  rather  curiously: 

“Did  you  get  the  tablet  translated?” 

“I  did.  And  it’s  a  pity  we, haven’t  got  the  rest  of  it.” 

“Why?”  ( 

“Because  the  inscription  explains  where  the  treasure  of 
the  ancient  Montezumas  came  from,  or  was  buried.  I  ain’t 
sure  which.  It  was  to  gain  the  secret  of  this  treasure  trove 
that  the  man  Yank  Troy  killed  Mr.  Anderson.  As  the  case 
stands  Troy  has  got  half  of  the  tablet  and  we  have  the  other 
half.  Separately  each  piece  is  useless.  Together  they 
would  tell  the  location  of  this  great  treasure.” 

“Suppose  we  recover  the  other  piece  from  the  murderer, 
how  are  you  going  to  find  out  what  it  says  if  you  are  far 
distant  from  New  York?” 

“Before  I  left  the  professor  I  secured  a  key  to  the  in¬ 
scriptions,  whereby  I  could  readily  translate  the  rest  of 
the  writing.  Here’s  what  is  said  on  the  piece  of  stone  in 
our  possession.” 

He  handed  Harry  the  translation. 

A  whistle  of  surprise  escaped  the  boy  when  he  read  it. 

“There’s  a  big  fortune  in  this,”  he  exclaimed.  “The 
thing  is  to  find  the  murderer  and  get  the  rest  of  the  tablet 
away  from  him.” 

“  Let’s  go  to  the  Manhattan  Hotel  and  find  out  some¬ 
thing  about  Anderson.” 

They  rode  uptown,  crossed  over  42d  street,  and  entered 
the’hostelry. 

Approaching  the  clerk,  Harry  asked  him: 

“Have  you  a  guest  here  named  John  Anderson?” 

“We  have.  Why  do  you  wish  to  know?” 

The  boy  displayed  his  shield  and  replied: 

“He  was  killed  on  Second  avenue  to-night.” 

“Indeed!”  said  the  startled  clerk. 

“Do  you  know  anything  about  the  man?” 

“Considerable.  He  had  no  friends  here,  and  confided  in 
me  a  great  deal  more  than  strangers  usually  do.  Probably 
that  was  because  he  had  no  one  else  to  speak  to.” 

“It  is  imperative  for  us  to  know  all  about  him.” 

“Well,  Til  tell  you  all  he  told  me.” 


“Proceed.” 

“He  came  here  from  San  Antonio  a  week  ago.  Said  he 
was  a  New  Yorker  ten  years  ago,  but  had  deserted  his  wife 
and  daughter,  and  had  gone  out  to  the  California  gold 
mines.  From  there  he  drifted  down  into  Texas  and  Mex¬ 
ico.  In  the  latter  country  he  saved  the  life  of  an  old  Aztec 
Indian,  who  recompensed  him  by  giving  him  an  ancient 
tablet,  which,  he  claimed,  would  disclose  the  location  of  the 
lost  gold  mine  of  the  Montezumas.” 

“I  see,”  said  Harry,  with  a  nod. 

“Mr.  Anderson  met  a  man  in  San  Antonio  afterward 
named  Yank  Troy,  to  whom  he  confided  what  the  tablet 
said.  Troy  tried  to  steal  the  tablet,  but  failed.  Then  Mr. 
Anderson  returned  to  this  city.  He  had  some  money  and 
wanted  to  find  his  wife  and  child,  then  he  intended  to  or¬ 
ganize  a  company  to  work  the  mine  described  in  the  tablet, 
which  he  found  to  be  an  absolute  fact.” 

“Ah!  Then  there  was  such  a  mine,  eh?” 

“Yes,  and  a  very  valuable  one,  too,  he  asserted.  Well, 
while  here  he  made  the  discovery  that  Troy  had  followed 
him  and  had  joined  a  wild  west  show  now  at  Madison 
Square  Garden.  Next  he  discovered  that  his  wife  was  dead 
and  that  his  daughter  was  a  nurse  in  the  Post-Graduate 
Hospital.  He  left  here  to-night  to  go  down  to  the  hospital 
and  reclaim  his  child.” 

“And  just  as  he  reached  the  hospital,”  added  Harry,  “he 
was  killed  *by  Yank  Troy,  before  he  had  a  chance  to  speak 
to  his  daughter.” 

“How  strange!” 

“Moreover,”  continued  the  boy,  “Emily  Anderson  saw 
her  father  slain,  and  heard  him  call  his  murderer  Yank 
Troy.  Wasn’t  that  odd?” 

“Very.  Troy  must  have  been  following  him.” 

“Such  a  thing  is  likely  enough.  We  must  go  to  the 
Garden  and  try  to  locate  and  arrest  the  villain.  Emily  now 
inherits  her  father’s  claim  on  the  gold  mine,  and  we  must 
see  that  she  gets  it.” 

“By  all  means  treat  the  orphan  fairly.” 

“We  know  where  she  is,  and  shall  see  that  she  gets  her 
rights.” 

The  detectives  then  left  the  hotel. 

Going  downtown  to  headquarters  they  told  their  chief 
what  occurred. 

“  You  had  better  follow  up  this  case  to  a  finish,”  he  told 
them. 

“Very  well,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  promptly.  “We 
shall;  and  not  only  will  we  run  down  Troy  and  bring  him 
to  justice,  but  we  shall  see  that  Emily  Anderson  gets  her 
rights.” 

And  with  that  declaration  they  departed. 


CHAPTER  III 

/  OFF  TO  TEXAS. 

The  Bradys  made  their  way  straight  to  Madison  Square 
Garden,  and  the  watchman  admitted  them  and  aroused  the 
manager  of  the  show. 
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“Have  you  a  cowboy  here  named  Yank  Troy?”  Harry 
asked  him,  after  they  had  made  known  their  identity. 

“We  have,”  replied  the  manager,  wondering  what  was 
coming  next. 

“Was  he  in  the  show  to-night?” 

“No.  Remained  in  his  boarding  house,  and  sent  us  word 
he  was  sick.” 

“Indeed!  Where  does  he  live?” 

“Over  the  saloon  on  the  corner.” 

“Thank  you.  We'll  go  there  and  see  him.” 

“What  did  you  want  of  the  cowboy?” 

“He  killed  a  man  in  the  street  to-night.” 

“Good  gracious!  Is  that  so?  Well,  I’m  not  surprised, 
though,  after  all.” 

“Why  not?” 

“Because  he’s  a  hot-tempered  fellow  with  a  dangerous 
disposition.” 

“A  bad  man,  eh?” 

“Very.” 

“Can  you  describe  him?” 

“I'll  show  you  a  photograph  of  him.” 

He  produced  a  picture  of  a  group  of  cowboys  and  pointed 
at  one. 

The  Bradys  studied  the  picture  until  they  had  Troy's 
image  impressed  well  upon  their  minds,  and  then  Old  King 
Brady  asked: 

“What  color  is  his  hair?” 

“Fiery  red.  So  is  his  mustache.  And  his  eyes  are  pale 
blue.” 

“He  wears  corduroy  pants  tucked  in  the  top  of  his  boots, 
a  blue  flannel  shirt,  with  a  red  bandanna  handkerchief 
knotted  around  his  throat,  and  has  a  big  Mexican  felt  hat, 
I  see.” 

“That’s  the  way  he  dresses.” 

“And  he  goes  armed?” 

“Yes.” 

“You  say  he  has  a  peppery  temper?” 

“Very.  The  man  is  surly  and  morose.” 

“Have  you  had  him  long?” 

“No.  He  recently  came  up  from  Texas  and  joined  us 
in  Philadelphia.  His  specialty  is  sharpshooting  and 
broncho  riding.  The  man  is  a  marvelous  shot  and  a  dar¬ 
ing  rider.  In  fact,  I  never  met  a  more  reckless  dare-devil 
in  all  my  experience.” 

“Does  he  drink?” 

“Like  a  fish.” 

“You  don’t  know  his  history?” 

“Well,  he  claims  to  have  been  a  cowboy  down  near  the 
Rio  Grande,  and  said  lie  come  north  to  see  the  sights,  and 
to  meet  a  man  named  John  Anderson,  with  whom  he  was 
acquainted  in  San  Antonio.” 

“That’s  the  person  Troy  met  and  shot.” 

“Case  of  revenge,  eh?” 

“No,  robbery.” 

“Then  there  isn’t  much  probability  of  his  coming  back 
to  the  show.” 

“Jt’«  very  doubtful.  He  will  suspect  that  the  police  will 
get  after  him.”  "o 


After  asking  a  few  more  questions  the  Bradys  departed. 

Going  to  the  hotel  where  Yank  Troy  was  stopping,  the 
night  clerk  told  them  he  thought  the  man  was  up  in  his 
room. 

They  ascended  to  the  top  floor  and  knocked  at  Troy’s 
door. 

“Come  in!”  roared  a  gruff  voice. 

The  Bradys  flung  open  the  door  and  entered  a  bedroom. 

It  was  dimly  lit,  and  they  glanced  around  in  quest  of  the 
man  who  had  spoken,  but  to  their  surprise  they  failed  to 
see  him. 

•  __ 

“Our  bird  has  flown!”  muttered  Harry. 

“Must  have  gone  out  the  window,”  Old  King  Brady  an¬ 
swered  in  disgust.  “We  are  going  to  have  trouble  to  arrest 
him,  I  fear.” 

A  chuckling  laugh  interrupted  the  old  detective. 

It  came  from  behind  the  footboard  of  the  bed. 

Glancing  in  the  direction  of  the  sound,  they  saw  the 
upper  part  of  Troy’s  head,  and  a  brace  of  revolvers  looking 
at  them  over  the  top  of  the  footboard.  Then  they  heard 
the  villain  exclaim: 

“Hands  up,  thar!” 

Knowing  his  reputation,  and  being  unprepared,  they 
obeyed. 

Up  went  the  hands  of  both  detectives  over  their  heads. 

For  a  moment  there  was  a  deep  silence,  during  which  the 
desperado  straightened  up  from  the  crouching  position  he 
had  been  in. 

They  now  saw  that  he  was  fully  six  feet  tall  and  very 
strongly  built. 

The  man  had  the  face  of  a  villain. 

He  eyed  the  Bradys  over  the  sights  of  his  pistols  a  mo¬ 
ment,  then  cried: 

“So  yer  a  couple  o’  coppers,  an’  yer  wants  me,  do  yer?” 

The  Bradys  bitterly  reproached  themselves  for  having 
given  away  their  identity  and  their  purpose;  but  regrets 
were  in  vain. 

“Better  lower  those  guns,  Troy,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“Not  much!”  grimly  answered  the  cowboy.  “I’ve  got 
ther  bulge  on  yer,  gents,  an’  I’m  a-goin’  ter  plug  yer  at 
ther  fust  move  yer  makes  ter  git  yer  paws  on  me — see?” 

Old  King  Brady  eyed  him  keenly  a  moment,  then  ex¬ 
claimed: 

“You  know  what  we  want  you  for,  don’t  you?” 

“Waal,  I  reckon  it’s  fer  droppin’  that  ole  fool  over  on 
Second  avenue.” 

% 

“That’s  right.  You  killed  the  man.” 

“Can’t  be  helped.  He  wouldn’t  do  as  I  ordered.” 

“You’ll  get  electrocuted  for  that  job,  Troy.” 

“Not  if  I  see  yer  fust.  Now  drop  on  yer  knees.” 

The  Bradys  had  to  obey,  and  he  stole  up  behind  them, 
relieved  them  of  their  pistols,  and  cried: 

“Yer  at  my  mercy  now,  gents.” 

“Don’t  you  fire.” 

“Then  do  as  1  tells  yer.” 

“All  right.” 

And.  down  went  the  Bradys  on  their  knees. 

Troy  was  grinning  at  them  like  a  demon,  and  it  made 
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them  furious  to  find  themscl'  es  placed  so  completely  in  his 
power. 

“This  is  the  worst  ever!”  Old  King  Brady  muttered. 

“Look  yere,”  said  the  cowboy.  “I've  got  me  gun  aimed 
-'might  at  yer  eye,  ole  boss.  I’m  desp’rit,  .1  am.  A  er  kin 
L-ee  1  ain’t  goin’  ter  get  nabbed,  nohow.  I’ll  blow  yer  head 
off  tlier  minute  yer  kicks  over  ther  traces.” 

“What  do  you  want?”  queried  the  mortified  old  officer. 

“Yer  handcuffs  fust.” 

“Here  they  are,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  producing  them 
from  his  pocket. 

•» 

“Give  ’em  ter  ther  kid.” 

lie  handed  them  to  Harry  reluctantly. 

It  was  evident  that  revolt  meant  instant  death,  for  that 

i 

grim  pistol  was  looking  him  straight  in  the  right  eye. 

“What  am  1  to  do  with  them?”  queried  Harry. 

“Handcuff  yer  ‘side  partner,”  coolly  answered  the  vil¬ 
lain,  “an’  don’t  yer  be  more’n, twenty-seven  years  about  it 
neither!  Jist  fasten  his  flippers  behind  his  back,  too, 
youngster.” 

Harry  obeyed  with  a  poor  grace. 

When  Old  King  Brady  was  secured,  the  boy  demanded: 
“What  next?” 

V Hand  me  your  bracelets.” 

“Going  to  secure  me,  too,  I  suppose?” 

“You  bet.  I  ain’t  runnin’  no  chances,  young  feller.” 

The  boy  gave  him  the  steel  fetters  and  obediently  sub¬ 
mitted  to  having  his  own  hands  secured  behind  his  back 
when  he  felt  the  cold  muzzle  of  one  of  the  pistols  pressed 
against  his  head. 

When  both  were  secured  so  they  could  do  no  harm,  Troy 
tied  them  to  the  bed,  gagged  them,  and  said: 

“Now  I’ll  quit  yer,  gents.  I’m  sorry  I’ve  had  ter  treat 
yer  so  mean,  but  if  I  don’t  look  out  fer  meself  I’ll  get  it 
in  ther  neck  good  and  hard.  So  long.  If  ever  we  meets 
again,  it  won’t  be  in  these  diggins,  cause  I’m  off  fer  Texas 
now,  and  I’ll  be  hundreds  o’  miles  away  from  yere  afore  yer 
found  in  this  room  some  time  ter-morrer.” 

And  waving  his  hand  to  them,  he  jauntily  departed. 

Unable  to  move  or  speak,  the  Bradys  remained  there  all 
night. 

At  eleven  o’clock  on  the  following  morning  a  chamber 
maid  came  in  to  make  the  bed  and  dust  the  room. 

She  found  the  detectives  and  released  them. 

Rushing  down  to  the  office  they  met  the  clerk,  and  Harry 
asked  him: 

“What  became  of  Mr.  Troy — do  you  know?” 

“Yes,  sir.  He  paid  his  bill  and  left  here  at  two  o’clock 
this  morning,  saying  he  was  going  right  back  to  his  native 
State.” 

“Thank  you.” 

And  they  hurried  out  to  hunt  for  Troy. 

There  was  a  telegraph  office  near  by  and  they  tele¬ 
graphed  along  the  line  by  which  they  thought  the  villain 
would  depart,  giving  a  good  description  of  him,  and  asking 
for  his  arrest  on  sight. 

Having  had  their  breakfast,  they  set  about  to  trace  the 
villain. 


Meantime,  Emily  Anderson  telephoned  that  the  dead 
man  was  her  father. 

By  nightfall  they  got  on  Troy’s  track,  and  left  New  York 
by  rail. 

The  rascal  had  ncarlv  twentv-four  hours  start,  but  they 
traced  him  down  south  during  the  next  two  days. 

Sometimes  they  were  close  on  his  trail,  but  lie  managed 
to  give  them  the  slip,  and  they  failed  to  reach  him. 

In  this  manner  they  finally  reached  San  Antonio,  tele¬ 
graphed  the  news  to  their  chief,  and  hunted  around  for 
their  man,  aided  by  the  city  police. 

They  soon  became  convinced  -that  he  was  in  the  city,  and 
by  dint  of  hard  work  they  traced  him  to  a  saloon  of  evil 
repute. 

It  was  night  when  they  stepped  into  the  barroom,  but  the 
very  first  person  they  saw  there  wras  lrank  Troy. 


CHAPTER  IY. 


A  FIERCE  FIGHT. 

The  saloon  in  which  the  Bradys  located  their  man  was 
on  the  outskirts  of  the  city,  and  it  was  crowded  with  men 
of  shady  reputations. 

Troy  was  standing  at  the  end  of  the  bar,  drinking  with 
some  men  with  whom  he  was  acquainted,  when  the  de¬ 
tectives  glided  up  behind  him. 

Clutching  a  revolver  in  one  hand,  Old  King  Brady  sud¬ 
denly  seized  him  by  the  collar  of  the  jacket,  and  exclaimed: 

“Yank,  we’ve  got  you  at  last!” 

The  cowboy  recognized  the  detective’s  voice. 

Uttering  a  startled  exclamation,  he  recoiled  and  glanced 
around. 

“By  thunder!”  he  gasped.  “It’s  them  New  York  detec¬ 
tives!” 


“The  Bradys,  at  your  service,”  chuckled  the  old  officer. 

“Le’  go  o’  my  coat!”  growled  the  cowboy. 

“Not  much,”  answered  the  detective,  shoving  his  pistol 
in  the  man’s  face.  “It’s  our  turn  now.  We’ve  got  the  drop 
on  you  this  time,  and  we  are  going  to  keep  the  upper  hand 
and  run  you  in.” 

“What’s  he  done,  boss?”  demanded  one  of  the  startled, 
spectators. 

“Murdered  a  man  to  rob  him  of  the  secret  of  a  lost  gold 
mine,"  the  old  detective  answered,  promptly;  “but  he  got 
fooled.  The  stone  on  which  the  description  was  carved 
was  broken  in  two  b}r  the  fall  of  his  victim,  and  he  only 
got  half  of  it.  We  have  the  other  half.  Without  the  whole 
tablet  T  rov  cannot  find  the  mine.  So  he  had  his  trouble 
for  nothing.” 

O 

The  cowboy  scowled. 


it 


V\  hat  Old  King  Brady  said  made  him  furious. 

I  own  up  ter  shootin’  John  Anderson."  he  growled: 
but  I  had  a  grudge  ag’in  him,  an’  it  was  a  case  o’  his  life 


ue  urv 


pp0' 


ii  mine,  i  was  ther  quickest  tor  draw,  an 
That’s  all  there  is  to  it.” 

“Wll.  you  11  have  to  go  back  with  us  and  stand  trial.' 
said  Old  King  BraitV,  decisively. 
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“I  won't  do  untilin'  o’  ther  kind/’  declared  Troy. 

"Oh,  yes  you  will.  To  resist  will  only  sign  your  death 
warrant  now. " 

A  cynical  smile  crossed  the  cowboy’s  face. 

He  swung  his  arm  around,  knocking  Old  King  Brady’s 
pistol  aside,  and  seized  the  detective  by  the  throat  with  an 
iron  grip. 

Bang!  went  the  officer’s  pistol. 

The  ball  crashed  into  a  mirror  behind  the  bar,  shattering 

it.  j  f  ) 

A  wild  stampede  occurred  among  the  patrons  of  the 
saloon. 

Some  dove  under  tables,  others  laid  behind  the  kegs, 
chairs  were  overturned  in  the  mad  rush,  others  made  for 
the  doors  and  windows,  and  a  chorus  of  wild,  excited  yells 
filled  the  air. 

Harry  made  a  rush  to  go  to  his  partner’s  aid. 

Before  he  had  taken  two  steps  toward  the  struggling 
pair  several  of  Troy’s  friends  pounced  upon  him  and 
knocked  him  down. 

Lying  on  the  floor,  Harry  menaced  them  with  his  pistol, 
and  they  recoiled,  expecting  every  moment  to  get  shot. 

Rendered  desperate,  Yank  Troy  had  thrown  himself 
against  Old  King  Brady,  pushing  him  backwards. 

The  detective’s  head  banged  against -the  edge  of  the  bar 
with  stunning  force,  and  he  fell  to  the  floor  dazed. 

Just  then  Troy’s  friends  hurled  a  shower  of  missiles  at 
Harry  and  the  lamps  were  smashed  by  some  of  the  flying 
articles. 

Dense  gloom  settled  upon  the  room. 

Harry  bounded  to  his  feet. 

He  heard  the  patter  of  flying  feet  as  the  gang  retreated. 

“Old  King  Brady!”  he  panted. 

No  reply  came  from  his  partner. 

The  boy  could  just  see  the  officer’s  body  tying  prone  on 
the  floor,  and  he  dashed  over  to  him,  and  lit  a  match. 

“Stunned!”  the  boy  commented. 

Then  he  listened  and  glanced  around.  ' 

An  intense  silence  prevailed  in  the  barroom. 

“They’ve  all  rushed  out!”  the  boy  commented. 

In  order  to  make  sure  that  no  trick  was  being  played  on 
him  he  prowled  around  the  room  holding  his  pistol  ready 
for  use.  ' 

There  was  not  a  soul  in  the  room  except  the  bartender, 
and  he  was  crouching  down  in  a  cramped  little  space  keep¬ 
ing  perfectly  still. 

By  the  time  Harr}'  returned  to  his  partner  the  old  officer 
was  recovering. 

He  sat  up,  rubbed  his  head,  and  slowly  got  upon  his 
feet. 

“Hey — Harry!”  he  called. 

“All  right,  Old  King  Brady.  I’m  here.” 

“What  in  thunder  has  happened?” 

“Troy  banged  your  head  against  the  har. 

“I  see.  Oh,  yes,  what  a  headache!  Where  is  he?” 

“Skipped  away  while  I  fought  the  rest.” 

“Confound  it!  And  I  was  so  sure  I  had  him.” 


“You  can’t  be  sure  of  anything  in  this  world.” 

“Let’s  get  out  of  here.” 

.'They  left  the  place  and  saw  a  man  dashing  away  on 
horseback. 

It  was  a  clear  moonlight  night,  and  they  recognized  the 
man  as  Troy. 

He  was  mounted  on  a  big  white  horse. 

Gazing  back  he  saw  the  Bradys. 

A  defiant  yell  escaped  him,  and  waving  his  hand  to  them 
he  suddenly  disappeared  around  a  bend  in  the  road. 

“Gone!”  bitterly  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady. 

“Not  for  all  time,”  was  Harry’s  reply.  “We  need  only 
find  out  upon  what  ranch  he  works  as  a  cowboy  and  go  after 
him.” 

“Perhaps  some  of  his  pals  here  may  know.” 

“It’s  worth  while  asking.” 

As  Young  King  Brady  made  this  remark  he  caught  view 
of  one  of  Troy’s  friends  lurking  behind  the  barn. 

The  boy  crept  over  to  the  building  and  went  around  it. 

He  thus  came  up  behind  the  man. 

The  sharp  click-click!  of  Harry’s  revolver  caused  the  fel¬ 
low  to  start  and  glance  around  over  his  shoulder. 

He  was  confronted  with  the  boy’s  pistol. 

“Don’t  fire!”  he  yelled,  and  he  flung  up  his  hands. 

Harry  kept  the  man  covered. 

Walking  up  to  him,  he  demanded: 

“Where  has  Troy  gone?” 

“Just  got  away  on  his  horse,  boss.” 

“Do  you  know  where  he  is  heading?” 

“Yes.  Out  on  the  Big  Bison  ranch.” 

“'Whereabouts  is  it?” 

“Out  in  Uvalde  countv.” 

i  v 

“We  don’t  want  any  lies  about  this  matter.” 

“I’m  telling  you  the  truth,  boss.  Ask  the  saloon  keeper; 
he  knows.” 

“Very  well.  March  in  ahead  of  me.  We  ain’t  going  off 
on  a  wild  goose  chase  on  account  of  wrong  information,  I 
can  tell  you.” 

“Come  on,  then.  I  won’t  open  my  mouth.” 

They  passed  into  the  saloon  and  met  the  bartender. 

At  first  he  was  inclined  to  run  away,  but  Harry  stopped 
him. 

“See  here,”  said  the  boy.  “You  know  Yank  Troy,  don’t 

vou?” 

«/ 

“Faith,  he’s  ther  worst  divil  who  iver  came  inter  San 
Antonio.” 

“And  you  know  where  he’s  working?  ” 

“I  do  that.  He’s  on  ther  Big  Bison  ranch  in  Uvalde 
county,  sure.” 

“Only  a  cowboy,  eh?” 

The  bartender  winked  knowingly,  and  replied  with  a 
wise  look: 

“Sure  an’  that’s  what  he  do  be  tellin’  people;  but,  be- 
chune  you  an’  me  an’  the  other  felly,  I  have  me  own  ideas 
about  him  only  usin’  that  job  as  a  cloak  fer  his  tlirue  loine 
of  business.” 

“Indeed!  And  what’s  that?” 

“Well,  ivery  toime  a  tlirain  is  held  up,  or  a  town  raided 
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by  a  masked  gang  av  outlaws,  bedad  it’s  funny  that  ther 
leader  looks  loike  Troy.” 

Harry  took  the  hint,  and  smiled,  for  he  thought  Troy 
was  quite  capable  of  leading  a  dual  existence  of  that  kind. 

Finally  he  asked: 

“ Don't  he  pose  as  a  bad  man  in  these  towns?” 

“Begorry  there’s  none  worse.  An’  whin  he  do  appear 
from  ther  ranches  wid  anny  av  his  cowboy  friends  it’s 
moighty  quare  that  they  have  large  sums  av  money  ter 
blow  in,  an’  their  salaries  are  so  shmall  yez  have  ter  look 
fer  ’em  wid  a  magnifoyin’  glass.” 

Harry  quizzed  the  man  further. 

Finally  he  and  Old  King  Brady  departed,  and  the  man 
they  held  up  ran  away. 

They  realized  now  that  they  were  after  a  man  who  bore 
the  worst  reputation  of  anybody  in  Texas. 

“It’s  pretty  evident  Troy  won’t  come  back  to  San  An¬ 
tonio/'  said  the  boy,  when  they  walked  away  from  the  sa¬ 
loon.  “  He  is  going  to  make  good  his  escape  while  he  has  a 
good  lead.” 

“We’d  better  take  the  first  train  for  Uvalde,  then,”  said 
Old  King  Brady,  “and  we  can  provide  ourselves  with  an 
outfit  and  go  off  on  a  hunt  for  the  cow  puncher  on  the 
Big  Bison  ranch.  He  will  unquestionably  head  right 
straight  back  there.” 

“Of  course,”  assented  the  boy.  “We  shall  need  horses, 
and  I  have  no  doubt  that  we  can  get  a  team  in  Uvalde.” 

With  this  resolve  they  left  on  the  Harrisburg  and  San 
Antonio  railroad  late  that  night  and  arrived  at  their  des¬ 
tination  in  the  morning. 

Here  they  procured  a  pair  of  good  horses,  suitable  cloth¬ 
ing,  good  weapons,  and  everything  necessary  for  a  rough 
trip  over  the  plains. 

The  Bradys  were  determined  to  run  down  the  murderer 
of  John  Anderson,  to  bring  him  to  justice,  and  at  the  same 
time  secure  the  piece  of  ancient  Aztec  tablet  which  pre¬ 
vented  them  from  locating  the  lost  gold  mine  of  the  ex¬ 
tinct  Montezumas. 


CHAPTER  V. 

RUN  DOWN. 

On  the  following  afternoon  the  Bradys  met  a  cowboy 
near  the  railroad  depot  who  had  just  come  in  from  the 
plains,  and  Harry  asked  him: 

“Can  you  give  us  any  information  about  the  Big  Bison 
ranch?” 

The  man  paused,  sized  them  up,  and  demanded: 

“What  do  you  want  to  know  about  it?” 

“First,  its  location.” 

“Well,  you  strike  off  by  the  north  trail  fer  Good  Luck. 
Ther  ranges  lay  between  the  Nueces  and  Frio  rivers,  about 
thirty  miles  from  here.” 

“  Big  ranch  ?” 


“Large  stock?” 

“Thousands  of  Short-horns,  and  an  army  of  ropers  to 
herd  them.” 

“Who  owns  the  ranch?” 

“A  syndicate  of  Chicago  capitalists.” 

“And  the  superintendent?” 

“He’s  a  fellow  named  Frank  Dean,  and  stays  out  on  the 
range.” 

“Got  a  house  there?” 

“The  finest  in  the  country  at  the  round-up.” 

Having  gained  as  much  information  as  they  could,  the 
detectives  rode  over  to  the  Land  Office  and  made  inquiries 
about  the  claim  John  Anderson  had  staked  for  the  lost 
gold  mine. 

Although  the  records  were  searched  carefully,  nothing 
was  found,  and  the  detectives  came  to  the  conclusion  that 
they  would  have  to  cross  the  border  into  Mexico  for  any 
such  information. 

Mounting  their  horses,  they  rode  away. 

The  sun  was  disappearing  behind  the  western  horizon 
when  they  reached  the  north  trail  and  cantered  from  the 
city. 

In  the  distance  they  beheld  a  lone  horseman  going  in  the 
same  direction  they  were  pursuing,  and  as  Harry  pointed 
at  him  he  said  to  his  partner: 

“That  looks  very  much  like  a  cowVy,  don’t  he?” 

|“ That’s  what  he  is,”  admitted  the  old  detective,  nod¬ 
ding. 

“Got  a  remarkably  white  horse.” 

“Yes.  You  could  see  the  beast  in  the  dark.” 

“Let’s  catch  up  to  him,  as  long  as  he  is  going  our  way, 
and  we  may  be  able  to  get  some  informatioi .  f r<W  the  man 
about  the  big  ranch.” 

“Drive  ahead,  Harry.” 

The  officers  had  a  good  pair  of  bay  horses. 

Urging  them  on,  they  sped  swiftly  along  the  trail  and 
soon  began  to  narrow  the  space  between  themselves  and  the 
lone  horseman. 

In  ten  minutes  they  were  within  quarter  of  a  mile  of  him, 
and  he  turned  in  the  saddle  and  glanced  back  at  them. 

To  the  astonishment  of  the  Bradys,  they  recognized  in 
this  man  the  very  person  they  w'ere  pursuing. 

“By  Jove!  It’s  Yank  Troy!”  exclaimed  Harry,  in  amaze¬ 
ment. 

“Aes.  He  sees  us,  too!”  Old  King  Brady  answered. 

“How  in  the  world  did  he  get  here  so  quick  from  San 
Antonio?” 

“Certainly  not  in  the  saddle,  as  the  distance  is  over  two 
hundred  miles.” 

“Probably  he  came  down  by  rail.” 

“Just  what  I  suspect,  Harry.” 

Just  then  Troy  dug  spurs  in  his  horse’s  flanks,  and  went 

off  a  I  a  swift  gallop  with  the  evident  intention  of  escaping 
them. 


The  Bradys  became  excited. 

“We  can  shorten  our  stay  by  catching  him 
the  boy. 


now.”  said 


“You  bet:  the  biggest  in  the  county.” 


He  has  got  a  superb  horse,  and  we'll  have  a  touch 
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job  to  overtake  him,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  urging  on 
hi*  horse. 

“Gould  we  reach  him  with  a  bullet?” 

“Not  at  this  distance.” 

In  a  few  minutes  they  had  their  horses  going  at  a  high 
rate  of  speed,  and  an  exciting  race  ensued. 

Along  the  trail  they  went  clattering,  both  detectives  rid¬ 
ing  like  veterans,  and  the  pursued  cowboy  easily  keeping 
his  lead. 

0 

“He  knows  that  we  are  tracking  him  to  his  ranch,”  said 
Young  King  Brady,  as  they  dashed  along,  “and  if  we  fail 
now  to  run  him  down,  we  can  depend  that  he  will  be  ready 
for  us  in  the  future.  On  his  own  ground  he  will  have  every 
advantage,  and  may  thus  stand  us  off  for  an  indefinite 
period.” 

“Very  true,”  assented  Old  King  Brady,  quietly;  “but  I 
don’t  intend  to  quit  that  man’s  trail  until  we  have  made  a 
prisoner  of  him.” 

On  they  dashed,  and  a  small  belt  of  timber  land  loomed 
up  ahead,  toward  which  the  fugitive  was  going  with  might 
and  main. 

It  soon  became  manifest  that  the  Bradys’  horses  were  un¬ 
equal  to  the  one  bestrode  by  Troy  in  point  of  speed. 

Where  their  animals  were  exerting  every  muscle  to  keep 
up  the  pace  they  had  taken,  the  horse  ridden  by  Troy  did 
ncrt  seem  to  strain  itself  to  any  extent  in  keeping  ahead. 

In  quarter  of  an  hour  Troy  disappeared  in  the  woods. 

Along  clattered  the  detectives  in  hot  pursuit,  and  when 
they  drew  near  the  timber  land  they  heard  the  sharp,  spite¬ 
ful  crack  of  a  revolver,  and  a  couple  of  bullets  flew  past 
their  heads. 

“Rein  in!”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady.  “He  is  firing 
from  the  shelter  of  the  trees,  and  will  wing  us,  as  he’s  a 
dead  shot.” 

“Can’t  stop  now,”  recklessly  answered  the  impetuous 
boy.  “I  think  I  can  stand  up  against  his  firing.” 

Another  shot  pealed  out. 

It  bored  a  hole  through  Harry’s  hat. 

A  grim  smile  crossed  Young  King  Brady’s  face. 

He  whipped  out  one  of  his  pistols,  and  seeing  the  villain 
who  fired,  he  drove  a  shot  back  among  the  trees. 

A  yell  of  pain  and  a  torrent  of  curses  followed,  showing 
him  that  he  had  hit  his  mark. 

“Troy  isn’t  the  only  crack  shot  in  Texas,”  laughed  the 
daring  boy,  as  he  plunged  straight  ahead  among  the  trees. 

Just  then  two  strange  men,  clad  as  cowboys,  were  seen 
dashing  out  from  among  the  trees  toward  the  Bradys. 

“Hold  on,  thar!”  yelled  one  of  them. 

“What  do  you  want?”  cried  the  boy. 

“Pull  up,  quick,  or  you’ll  run  into  an  ambush.” 

Startled  by  his  words  the  detectives  obeyed. 

The  two  cowboys,  in  picturesque  costumes,  drove  their 
mu -tangs  up  to  the  Bradys,  and  the  one  who  spoke  pre¬ 
viously  exclaimed: 

“In  two  minutes  more  you  would  have  been  dead  men.” 

“Why  would  we?”  asked  Old  King  Brady,  suspiciously. 

“Because  the  man  on  the  white  nag  has  got  some  friends 


lurking  among  those  trees,  and  they  would  have  nailed 

vou.” 

%/ 

Old  King  Brady  did  not  fancy  the  look  on  the  faces 
of  the  men. 

There  was  a  sneaking  air  about  them  that  aroused  his 
suspicion. 

“Well,”  he  said,  drily,  “I’m  going  ahead  and  chance  it.” 

“Don’t  you  do  it,  stranger,”  pleaded  the  cowboy,  earn¬ 
estly.  “If  you  do,  you’ll  never  come  out  of  those  woods 
alive.” 

“It  seems  to  me  you  fellows  had  a  marvelous  escape, 
then.” 

“Ah!  But  the  gang  knows  us.” 

“We  are  going  to  see  about  that.  The  longer  we  delay 
here,  the  better  chance  Yank  Troy  has  of  slipping  away  and 
distancing  us.” 

And  paying  no  further  heed  to  the  two  cowboys  the  offi¬ 
cers  sent  their  horses  on  again  and  plunged  into  the  woods. 

Muttered  imprecations  escaped  the  two  men  they  left 
behind. 

Nothing  was  seen  of  Troy. 

Straight  ahead  through  the  trees  dashed  the  detectives, 
and  when  they  came  out  on  the  other  side  they  saw  Troy 
speeding  away. 

“Those  two  men  are  friends  of  his,”  panted  Old  King 
Brady,  “and  they  delayed  us  to  give  Troy  a  chance  to  es- 
caoe.” 

JL 

“You  were  too  shrewd  for  them,  though,”  laughed 
Harry. 

“Now  push  your  nag  for  all  its  worth.” 

With  spurs  and  words  they  urged  on  their  mounts,  and 
went  thundering  along  half  enveloped  in  a  cloud  of  dust. 

Troy  soon  saw  them  in  pursuit  again. 

He  kept  driving  his  horse  at  a  furious  pace. 

But  he  had  not  gone  far  when  the  beast  stumbled  and 
fell.  He  was  thrown  from  the  saddle,  and  a  yell  of  delight 
escaped  the  detectives. 

Up  to  him  the}'  dashed,  and  Harry  sprang  from  his  horse. 

Troy  was  slightly  stunned,  and  the  boy  disarmed  him. 

Seeing  a  lasso  on  his  saddle,  Harry  secured  it  and  began 
to  bind  the  cowboy’s  arms  behind  his  back. 

The  villain  recovered,  and  got  up  from  the  ground  while 
Harry  was  binding  him. 

“Caught!”  he  hissed,  furiously. 

“Yes,  and  bound  so  you  can’t  get  away!”  chuckled  the 
boy. 

Just  then  the  two  cowboys  who  had  been  following  them 
came  dashing  up  to  the  spot  with  ugly  looks  on  their  faces. 

Both  were  armed. 

Upon  seeing  them  Yank  Troy  yelled: 

“Help,  boys,  help  me!” 

Old  King  Brady  levelled  a  brace  of  pistols  at  the  two 
cowboys,  while  Harry  bound  the  villain. 

“Halt!”  exclaimed  the  old  detective.  “This  man  is  our 
prisoner!” 

The  cowboys  paused,  holding  their  revolvers  ready  for 
action. 

It  was  evident  enough  to  the  Bradys  that  they  were 
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friends  of  Troy,  and  that  they  would  not  tamely  submit  to 
permitting  the  rascal's  arrest  by  the  officers. 

‘‘You'll  have  to  let  that  man  go,"  one  of  them  declared. 
“We  don’t  want  to  make  any  trouble  for  you,  gents,  but 
that’s  the  order,  and  it’s  got  to  be  obeyed." 

“To  liberate  him  you’ll  have  to  kill  us!"  replied  Old 
King  Brady,  coolly. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

RECOVERING  THE  TABLET. 

If  the  cowboys  thought  they  were  going  to  rescue  the 
prisoner  without  any  trouble  Old  King  Brady’s  reply  dis¬ 
pelled  this  notion. 

A  deep  silence  ensued  for  a  moment,  and  then  one  of 
them  demanded: 

“Have  we  got  to  use  our  guns  on  you,  gents?" 

“You  will  certainly  regret  trying,"  replied  Old  King 
Brady,  in  quiet  tones,  and  he  kept  each  of  the  cowboys 
covered  very  carefully  with  his  pistols. 

At  this  juncture  Yank  Troy  exclaimed  bitterly: 

“Why  don’t  yer  tackle  ’em,  yer  cowards?  Are  you  a- 
goin’  ter  let  ’em  string  me  up  without  makin’  no  attempt 
ter  pull  me  out  o’  their  paws?"^ 

“You  shut  up,  or  I’ll  gag  you!"  exclaimed  Harry. 

The  two  cowboys  were  getting  restless. 

They  did  not  fancy  the  pistols  aimed  at  their  heads. 

Finally  one  of  them  said  to  his  companion: 

“I  reckon  we’d  better  get  out  of  this,  Bill." 

“It’s  too  hot  for  me,  Jack,"  replied  the  other. 

Old  King  Brady  saw  that  they  intended  to  ride  away, 
but  he  had  another  plan  in  view  regarding  the  pair,  and 
he  therefore  said: 

“Just  hold  on  there  a  moment!" 

“What  now?"  demanded  Jack,  uneasily. 

“You’ll  leave  your  weapons  with  us." 

“No  we  won’t." 

“Oh,  yes  you  will,  too!" 

“What  for?" 

“That’s  none  of  your  business.  I’m  going  to  count 
three.  If  you  don’t  both  fail  to  drop  those  guns  when  I 
finish  I’m  going  to  blaze  away  at  you." 

The  two  cowboys  exchanged  glances  of  alarm. 

It  began  to  dawn  upon  their  minds  that  they  were  pitted 
against  a  shrewd,  iron-willed  man,  who  would  brook  no 
nonsense. 

An  expression  of  disgust  overspread  their  faces. 

“One!"  began  Old  King  Brady. 

The  cowboys  flinched. 

“Two!"  the  detective  proceeded. 

With  muttered  oaths,  the  two  men  hurled  their  pistols  to 
the  ground. 

“That  will  do!"  roared  the  man  named  Bill. 

“Oh,  you  cowardly  dogs!"  cried  Troy,  his  eyes  flashing 
with  anger.  , 


“What  can  we  do — get  shoi?"  growled  Jack 

“Now  get!"  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady. 

The  herders  turned  their  mustangs  and  dashed  away. 

When  they  were  gone,  Old  King  Brady  turned  to  Harry 
and  said: 

“That’s  the  end  of  them,  I  hope." 

“We  can  take  this  fellow  right  back  to  Uvalde  now." 

“Yes.  But  search  him  first." 

“What  for?" 

“The  missing  piece  of  stone  tablet." 

A  dark  scowl  mottled  the  prisoner’s  brow. 

He  glared  at  Harry  as  if  he  would  have  liked  to  kill  the 
boy. 

“I  ain’t  got  it!"  he  exclaimed.  “Git  away.  Leave  me 
alone!" 

/ 

“Keep  quiet,  old  man,"  replied  the  boy.  “I  don’t  be¬ 
lieve  you.  If  that  piece  of  stone  is  in  your  possession  I’m 
going  to  get  it." 

He  searched  the  man  as  he  spoke. 

Feeling  a  hard  substance  in  the  breast  pocket  of  Troy’s 
shirt,  they  drew  it  out,  and  found  it  was  the  missing  piece 
of  stone. 

“He’s  a  liar!  Here  it  is!"  said  Harry,  triumphantly 
holding  it  up. 

Troy  began  to  swear  at  his  ill  fortune. 

He  could  not  do  anything  to  help  himself,  however. 

“Give  me  the  stone,"  said  Old  King  Brady. 

When  Harry  complied  the  detective  drew  from  his 
pocket  the  other  half  of  the  tablet  and  put  the  two  pieces 
together,  and  said: 

“They  fit  exactly." 

“Can  you  read  it?"  queried  Harry,  curiously. 

“Yes.  I’ve  got  the  key  to  these  figures  in  my  pocket." 

As  the  detective  spoke  he  drew  out  the  paper  he  received 
from  the  professor  of  dead  languages  in  23d  street. 

By  studying  the  stone  and  paper  a  few  minutes.  Old  King 
Brady  was  enabled  to  translate  the  inscription  on  the  tab¬ 
let. 

He  thus  became  aware  of  what  the  stone  said  in  its  en¬ 
tirety,  and  he  studied  it  until  he  memorized  it. 

Yank  Troy  was  eagerly  watching  him. 

He  expected  to  hear  him  tell  Harry  what  the  tablet  said. 

But  he  was  doomed  to  disappointment. 

It  must  be  admitted  that  Young  King  Brady  was  burn¬ 
ing  with  curiosity  over  what  his  partner  learned,  and  he 
asked  eagerly: 

“Well,  what  does  it  say?" 

Old  King  Brady  pointed  at  Troy,  and  replied: 

“I’ll  tell  you  when  that  fellow  isn’t  around." 

Troy  looked  disgusted  and  disappointed. 

All  his  hopes  were  gone. 

“Oh,  you  needn't  be  afraid  o’  me  now,"  he  remarked, 
drily.  / 

“You  might  manage  to  escape  us,”  said  Old  King  Brady, 
“and  then  you  d  know  as  much  as  I  do.  wouldn't  you?" 

“Look  yere,"  said  Troy.  “Does  it  tell  where  the  mine 
is?" 
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“Yes.  Didn't  you  have  your  bit  of  the  stone  trans¬ 
lated  ?” 

“I  got  a  Mexican  Injun  to  read  it  for  me.” 

“And  learned  nothing?’’ 

“That’s  a  fact,’’  assented  Troy. 

“Well,  we  were  as  badly  off  with  our  piece  of  the  stone.” 

“Say,  Brady,"  exclaimed  the  prisoner,  “why  don’t  yer 
do  ther  right  thing?” 

1  “And  what’s  that?” 

“Jine  forces  with  me,  friendly  like,  an’  we  kin  go  find 
ther  mine,  sell  it,  and  divide  ther  profits  equal.” 

“You've  got  a  cast-iron  gall,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 
“It’s  a  secret  that  don’t  belong  to  either  of  us.  Besides,  as 
we  have  the  whole  thing  in  our  hands,  why  should  we 
whack  up  with  you?” 

“Ain’t  half  o’  ther  stone  mine?” 

“No.  It  all  belongs  to  John  Anderson’s  daughter.” 

“Well,  you  know  what  I  mean.” 

“I  know  this  much:  You  murdered  the  man  for  that 
stone,  and  you  didn’t  get  what  you  were  after  despite  what 
you  did.  You  therefore  haven’t  the  faintest  claim  on  that 
gold  mine.  On  the  contrary,  you’ll  have  to  pay  the  penalty 
of  your  atrocious  work.” 

Yank  Troy’s  face  took  on  a  gloomy  look. 

'He  realized  that  he  could  not  make  a  deal  of  any  kind 
with  these  merciless  man  hunters,  and  it  made  him  sigh 
regretfully. 

“Youse  is  fools  ter  chuck  away  sich  a  chance  ter  git 
rich,”  he  exclaimed,  hopelessly.  “That’s  all  I’ve  got  to 
say.” 

“We  understand  our  own  business  best,  Mr.  Troy.” 

“What  yer  goin’  ter  do  with  ther  mine,  now  yer  knows 
where  it  is?”  ^ 

“See  that  Emily  Anderson  gets  it,  of  course.” 

“Oh,  gee,  what  a  chump!” 

“We  are  honest  men,  and  you  ain’t.” 

“Honest  men  are  always  pgor.” 

“Humbug!  Bad  men  go  to  prison.” 

“Not  always:  only  when  they  get  ketched,  Brady.” 

“Well,  you  are  in  the  toils  now,  and  you’ll  have  to  pay 
for  your  villainy,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Get  his  horse 
up,  Harry,  and  we’ll  take  him  back  to  town  and  put  an  end 
to  his  career.” 

“Wait  till  I  dress  his  wound,”  said  the  boy. 

He  had  found  the  man  bleeding  from  a  cut  on  the  neck 
from  the  bullet  he  fired  at  him  in  the  woods. 

Binding  Troy’s  handkerchief  around  the  cut,  the  boy 
made  the  white  horse  get  up  and  helped  the  cowboy  to 
mount  the  beast. 

When  everything  was  ready  they  started  off. 

The  Bradys  were  jubilant. 

They  thought  they  had  brought  the  case  to  a  climax. 

“We  can  lock  him  up,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  as  they 
retraced  their  course  over  the  trail,  “go  down  to  Mexico 
to  verify  the  registry  of  Anderson’s  claim,  return  to  New 
York  and  see  that  Emily  gets  her  rights.” 

The  pounding  of  horses’  hoofs  just  then  caused  Harry 


to  look  back,  and  to  his  surprise  he  saw  a  large  body  of 
riders. 

Over  a  score  of  men  were  in  the  party. 

Clad  in  the  garb  of  cowboys,  and  mounted  on  fiery  little 
mustangs,  they  came  sweeping  over  the  prairie  at  a  gallop 
toward  the  ‘Bradys. 

At  a  glance  Harry  recognized  the  leaders. 

They  were  the  men  Jack  and  Bill. 

At  the  head  of  this  cavalcade,  they  were  evidently  lead¬ 
ing  a  crowd  of  their  friends  to  the  rescue  of  Yank  Troy. 

The  Bradys  recognized  this  fact  at  once. 

“We  are  in  for  it  now,”  exclaimed  the  boy,  in  troubled 
tones. 

“Coming  to  get  Troy  away  from  us,  of  course,”  replied 
the  old  man  hunter,  grimly.  “The  whole  bunch  is  armed.” 

On  came  the  cowboys  swiftly. 

It  was  impossible  for  the  Bradys  to  run  away  from  them. 

Above  the  pounding  of  the  mustangs’  hoofs  rose  the 
wild  yells  of  these  prairie  rangers,  whooping  and  swearing 
and  howling  to  the  detectives. 

“Hi-yi!”  came  the  cries. 

“Hoop-la!  Pull  up,  there!” 

And  bang!  bang!  bang!  went  a  dozen  shots  in  the  air. 

A  gleam  of  joy  shot  from  Troy’s  eyes,  and  he  muttered 
delightedly: 

“My  lads!  I  ain’t  deserted,  after  all;” 

Old  King  Brady  drew  a  pistol,  aimed  it  at  Troy’s  head, 
and  shouted: 

“Stop  where  you  are,  or  I’ll  kill  this  man!” 

The  cowboys  had  all  the  enthusiasm  taken  out  of  them 
by  the  threat,  and  reined  in  their  flying  mustangs  with  a 
suddenness  that  showed  how  well  they  realized  the  danger 
Yank  Troy  was  in. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

TURNING  THE  TABLES. 

Once  more  the  Bradys  by  their  quick  wit  made  them¬ 
selves  masters  of  the  situation,  despite  the  appalling  odds 
against  them. 

None  of  the  cowboys  wished  to  see  Troy  killed. 

The  detectives  observed  their  hesitation. 

Following  his  advantage,  Old  King  Brady  shouted 
sternly: 

“Now  you  fellows  clear  out  of  here,  or  I’ll  slay  this 
villain.” 

The  cowboys  held  a  conference. 

Unable  to  suppress  their  reckless  feeling,  they  decided 
on  the  spot  to  risk  everything  in  one  sortie,  and  Troy  en¬ 
couraged  them  by  yelling: 

“Never  mind  me,  boys;  come  fer  ’em.  I  kin  only  die 
once.” 

That  settled  the  matter. 

With  a  wild  yell,  the  whole  gang  dashed  forward  again. 

“Can’t  stop  ’em!”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
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u  Going  to  fight ?” 

“No.  They  are  too  many  for  us.” 

“Yes,  and  could  kill  us  all  at  long  range  if  they  liked.” 

In  a  moment  more  the  whole  horde  surrounded  the  de¬ 
tectives,  and  the  Bradys  were  seized  on  every  side. 

A  knife  flashed  over  Yank  Troy’s  bonds  and  he  was  free. 

The  first  thing  he  did  was  to  order  his  friends  to  bind  the 
detectives. 

As  resistance  was  useless,  the  detectives  calmly  sub¬ 
mitted,  and  the  cowboys  swiftly  secured  them  upon  their 
horses. 

When  this  was  done,  they  observed  that  everyone  paid 
the  greatest  deference  to  Yank  Troy,  and  it  caused  Old 
King  Brady  to  say  to  him: 

“You  seem  to  be  the  leader  of  these  mefl.” 

“We’re  an  organization,  an’  I’m  their  captain,”  ex¬ 
plained  Troy,  with  a  sinister  smile.  “If  I  tells  ’em  ter 
pump  yer  full  o’  lead,  they  does  it.” 

Just  then  the  man  Bill  approached  and  said: 

“Seeing  these  pilgrims  had  the  drop  on  us,  we  went  fer 
and  found  this  bunch  of  the  lads  and  brought  them  back, 
Yank.” 

“Yer  done  yer  duty  well,”  answered  the  villain.  “Fust 
I  thought  as  yer  desarted  me;  but  now  I  know  better.  I 
forgive’s  yer  freely.” 

Bill  rode  away  looking  relieved. 

“What  have  you  made  prisoners  of  us  for?”  demanded 
Harry. 

“Good  Lor’!  Yer  don’t  reckon  as  I’m  a-goin’  ter  leave 
two  sich  fellers  as  youse  roamin’  aroun’  lookin’  fer  my 
scalp,  do  yer?” 

“That  ain’t  the  point.  What’s  to  be  our  fate?” 

“I  dunno  yet.  Ain’t  decided.  We’ll  take  yer  out  ter  ther 
ranch  with  us  an’  consider  the  matter,”  said  Troy.  “In 
ther  meantime,”  he  added,  turning  to  Old  King  Brady, 
“I’ll  relieve  yer  of  that  tablet.” 

And  with  a  hoarse  chuckle  he  drew  the  ancient  stone 
from  the  old  detective’s  pocket  and  put  it  in  his  own. 

The  Bradys  felt  forlorn. 

Glancing  mutely  at  each  other,  they  felt  a  sense  of  de¬ 
spair  over  the  rascal  gaining  possession  of  the  stone. 

Both  feared  that  he  would  now  learn  the  secret  of  the 
location  of  the  lost  gold  mine,  and  pre-empt  it. 

It  seemed  impossible  to  stop  him. 

The  only  consolation  they  had  was  in  the  reflection  that 
they  might  recover  the  stone  from  him  ere  he  had  a  chance 
to  have  it  translated.  rl  here  was  a  grain  of  comfort  in  this 
thought. 

The  villain  now  called  his  men  together,  gave  them  a  few 
brief  orders,  and,  with  the  Bradys  in  the  midst  of  the  gang, 
they  set  out  over  the  trail,  and  rode  away. 

As  they  advanced  further  into  the  wilderness  they  met 
with  many  herds  of  cattle  browsing  on  the  prairie  grass. 

These  animals  belonged  to  the  ranch  by  which  these 
cowboys  were  employed. 

It  was  almost  daylight  when  they  reached  the  ranch. 

It  was  a  flue  big  log  house  standing  near  some  rocks  in 
a  small  grove.  A  spring  gushed  from  the  ground  near  by. 


The  superintendent  was  not  there  at  the  time,  and  the 
cowboys  locked  the  detectives  in  a  room,  and  left  them  to 
their  bitter  reflections. 

For  some  time  they  maintained  a  moody  silence,  then 
Harry  asked: 

“What  is  our  fate  to  be?” 

“  If  they  don’t  kill  us,  they  will  put  us  where  we  can’t  in¬ 
terfere  with  their  plan  to  get  possession  of  the  mine,”  the 
old  detective  answered. 

“Looks  as  if  all  those  cowboys  are  leagued  with  Troy.” 

“Not  all  on  this  ranch,  but  possibly  all  we  met.” 

“If  they  are  bandits,  it  strikes  me  they  are  a  tough  set 
of  citizens.” 

“The  wild  life  they  lead  makes  them  that  way.” 

“Arresting  Troy  is  getting  to  be  a  problem  now.” 

“Strategy  may  do  for  us  what  we  lack  in  force.” 

“Flave  you  formed  a  plan?” 

“Not  exactly.  But  I’ve  got  a  good  idea  to  begin  with.” 

“Apd  that  is - ” 

“To  join  the  cowboys  and  await  a  favorable  chance.” 

“But  they  may  not  trust  us  or  ask  us.” 

“Wait,  and  you’ll  see  me  lead  up  to  it.” 

They  were  tired  and  sleepy  and  soon  dozed  off. 

It  was  late  in  the  afternoon  when  they  were  awakened 
by  the  entrance  of  Yank  Troy  with  some  food  for  them. 

“Hey!  Wake  up  thar!”  he  yelled  at  the  pair. 

“Oh,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  sitting  up.  “You,  is  it?” 

“Sure.  I’ve  brung  you  some  grub.” 

“And  we  can’t  eat  it  with  our  arms  tied.” 

“I’ll  release  yer.  Keepin’  yer  corralled  this  way  ain’t  of 
any  use,  anyway.  You  couldn’t  escape  if  yer  wanted  ter. 
Too  many  o’  ther  lads  about,  an’  no  horses  or  weapons  at 
yer  command.” 

As  he  spoke  he  cut  the  bonds. 

Old  King  Brady’s  eyes  began  to  twinkle,  and  as  he  and 
Harry  began  to  eat  the  food  he  brought,  the  old  detective 
asked,  quietly: 

“You  are  getting  very  good-hearted  all  of  a  sudden, 
Troy.” 

“Am  I?”  blandly  asked  the  villain. 

“Yes,  and  you’ve  got  an  object  behind  it,  haven’t  you?” 

“May  as  well  own  up,  as  I  have.” 

“Wish  to  make  use  of  us?” 

“How  do  yer  know? 

“I  judge  from  your  sudden  streak  of  kindness  to  us.” 

“Ha,  ha,  ha!”  laughed  Troy.  “What  a  sharper  jrer  are. 
ter  be  sure.” 

“Ain’t  I  right?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well,  what’s  your  game?” 

"  Us  boys  have  been  a-talkin’  over  matters,  an’  we  came 
ter  ther  conclusion  as  more  could  be  gained  by  actin'  de¬ 
cent  ter  yer  than  we’d  get  by  poundin’  yer.” 

“I  see.  And  you  ve  shown  good  judgment,  as  we  are  ob¬ 
stinate.” 

“You  kin  read  what  that  yer  stone  says,  can't  yer?" 

“Oh,  yes.” 

“An'  yer  knows  what’s  on  it  now?” 
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“Of  course  I  do.” 

‘A\  aal,  we  reckon  that  if  we  showed  it  to  any  greaser  in 
these  vere  diggins  he’d  know  ther  hull  secret,  an’  mebbe  he 
might  fool  us  an’  get  the  mine.” 

c  c 

“How  could  he?” 

“Easy  S'pose  he  read  what  ther  stone  ses,  an’  tells  us 
ther  mine  is  way  up  in  ther  Rocky  Mountains  when  in 
reality  is  was  down  in  Mexico.  When  we  goes  off  in  one 
direction  to  find  it,  he  could  disappear  and  go  ter  ther 
right  place  an’  freeze  on  ter  ther  claim  with  no  one  ter  stop 
him  from  jumpin’  it — see?” 

‘•There’s  sense  in  what  you  say,  Yank  Troy.” 

“Oh,  we  is  a  pretty  cautious  gang,  I  kin  tell  yer.” 

“Then  you  depend  upon  me  to  betray  the  secret?” 

“Sure  we  do,  if  we  treats  yer  right.” 

“What  do  you  mean  by  treating  us  right?” 

“Sparin’  yer  lives,  in  ther  fust  place.” 

“That’s  a  big  point.” 

“An’  givin’  yer  a  equal  share  in  ther  mine.” 

“Yank,  I  rather  like  your  plan.” 

“Then  yer  will  agree?”  eagerly  asked  the  cowboy. 

“I  think  so.” 

“Bully  boy!  You’ve  got  sense.” 

“You  must  give  me  time  to  consider  the  matter.” 

“I’m  willin’.  When  kin  I  get  yer  answer?” 

“Within  twenty-four  hours.  In  the  meantime  we  want 
our  liberty  around  this  camp,  so  we  can  see  the  sort  of  a 
gang  we  are  going  to  ring  in  with.” 

“I’m  satisfied.  It  ain’t  no  use  buckin’  ag’in  us,  Brady, 
cause  we  is  almighty  desperate  about  that  gold  mine,  an’ 
we  will  have  it  if  it  costs  your  lives.” 

“Oh,  I  understand  that.” 

Troy  soon  afterward  went  out  and  left  the  door  open. 

'> 

A  quiet  chuckle  escaped  Old  King  Brady. 

“We’ve  got  him,”  he  muttered.  , 

“Going  to  give  him  the  secret?” 

“No.  But  I’ll  make  him  think  he’s  going  to  learn  it.” 

“I  hope  you  can  deceive  him  long  enough  fur  us  to  get 
away  from  the  gang  in  safety.” 

“Time  will  tell,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  as  he  finished 
eating  and  rose  to  his  feet. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

CREASING  A  BRONCHO. 

When  the  Bradys  got  outside  the  building  they  heard 
a  wild  yell,  and  a  chorus  of  such  shouts  as  these: 

“Hang  on  thar,  Bill,  or  he’ll  toss  yer!” 

“Up  yer  go  ag’in!” 

“Lordy!  Lordy!  Did  yer  ever  see  sich  a  critter?” 

“Whoa,  thar,  ye  gol-darned  ole  hump-backed  galoot! 
Whoa,  I  say!” 

“ Look  out,  Bill,  he’s  a-buckin’  again.” 

The  curiosity  of  the  Bradys  was  intensely  aroused. 

As  these  queer  sounds  came  from  behind  one  of  the  huge 


barns,  and  peals  of  laughter  in  many  voices  rang  out, 
Harry  asked: 

“What  can  be  going  on?” 

“A  circus  of  some  kind,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 

There  sounded  the  rapid  and  violent  pounding  of  hoofs, 
the  crack  of  a  whip,  and  then  another  roar  of  laughter  as 
one  of  the  men  yelled* 

“Thar  he  goes  up  in  the  air  again,  an’  blame  me  hide  if 
he  ain’t  thro  wed,  an’  is  skatin’  off  on  his  ear.  It’s  Fred’s 
turn.” 

Going  around  the  barn,  the  detectives  saw  a  curious 
sight. 

In  the  midst  of  a  ring  of  cowboys  stood  a  bucking  bron¬ 
cho,  which  had  just  thrown  a  man,  and  another  was  mount¬ 
ing  its  back. 

Just  as  the  Bradys  appeared  the  animal  plunged  forward, 
humped  up  its  back  like  an  angry  cat,  and  the  second  rider 
flew  up  in  the  air,  shot  over  the  animal’s  head,  and  landed 
on  the  grass. 

The  delighted  cowboys  fairly  howled  with  amusement. 

Troy  stood  among  the  group,  and  Old  King  Brady  said 
to  him: 

“Got  a  pretty  vicious  brute  there,  haven’t  you?” 

“Thar  ain’t  a  broncho  in  Texas  wot  kin  beat  that  ole 
plug.  ’Deed  not.  Nary  a  man  kin  stay  on  his  back  five  min¬ 
utes,  and  I’m  blest  if  I  wouldn’t  like  to  swap  him  for  a 
yaller  dog  an’  shoot  ther  dog.  Nobuddy  kin  use  ther  crit¬ 
ter.  Ain’t  good  fer  nuthin’  ’cept  ter  eat  an’  throw  every¬ 
body  wot  tries  ter  ride  him.” 

Harry  sized  the  animal  up  keenly. 

It  was  a  small  beast  with  brown  hide  and  white  spots, 
its  eyes  had  a  fiery,  vicious  look,  and  its  nostrils  were 
greatly  dilated. 

Roach-backed  and  ugly  tempered,  the  brute  had  never 
yet  allowed  a  man  to  remain  on  its  back  for  the  space  of 
five  minutes. 

“Who  owns  him?”  queried  the  boy. 

“Me,”  replied  Yank;  “and  I’ve  made  a  standin’  offer  ter 
give  ther  plug  ter  any  varmint  wot  kin  keep  a  seat  on  its 
back  five  minutes.” 

“Indeed!  I’d  like  to  have  a  try  for  him  myself.” 

Yank  and  his  companions  gave  a  scornful  laugh  that 
nettled  Harry,  and  the  villain  said  to  the  boy  in  jocular 
tones: 

“You  ride  him!  Gee  whiz,  yer  couldn’t  ride  a  wooden 
horse,  let  alone  that  yere  broncho.  Why,  blast  it,  some  o’ 
ther  best  broncho-busters  in  Texas  has  tried  ter  crease  that 
varmint,  an’  can’t  do  nuthin’  with  him.” 

“Nevertheless  I’d  like  to  try,”  persisted  the  boy. 

Everyone  became  interested. 

Broad  grins  overspread  their  dark,  sunburned  faces. 

One  of  the  cowboys  exclaimed,  eagerly: 

“Let  ther  leetle  pilgrim  try  ter  ride  him,  Yank.” 

“Ther  beast  may  break  his  neck.” 

“Don’t  you  worry  about  me,”  said  Harry. 

“Well,  go  ahead  if  yer  like.  But  if  ther  blamed  beast 
kills  yer  don’t  yer  blame  it  on  me,”  exclaimed  Troy  re¬ 
luctantly. 
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“Oh,  1  won’t 'blame  you  after  I’m  dead,”  chuckled  Harry. 

Old  King  Brady  looked  alarmed. 

“Say,  Harry,”  he  exclaimed.  “Don’t  risk  it.” 

“Oh,  I  can  master  that  old  [dug.” 

“But  he  may  break  every  bone  in  your  body.” 

“Don’t  you  believe  it.” 

“Go  on,  an’  try  him,”  laughed  one  of  the  cow  punchers. 

Everyone  was  grinning  with  anticipation,  for  they  ex¬ 
pected  to  see  Young  King  Brady  share  the  fate  of  his  prede¬ 
cessors.  i 

The  boy  tightened  his  belt. 

He  had  an  irresistible  desire  to  subdue  that  beast. 

“Just  hold  him  still  a  moment!”  he  exclaimed. 

Several  of  the  cowboys  complied,  and  Harry  vaulted  into 
the  saddle,  and  tightened  his  legs  around  the  broncho’s 
belly. 

“Let  go!”  cried  the  boy,  as  he  grasped  the  reins. 

The  moment  the  men  obeyed  the  broncho  made  a  sudden 
dash  forward.  Suddenly  he  gave  a  spring  in  the  air,  low¬ 
ered  his  head,  humped  up  his  back,  and  the  boy  tightened 
his  grip  with  his  knees. 

Harry  only  rose  a  few  inches  from  the  saddle. 

Down  he  came  with  a  violent  thud.  v 

“Whoa,  boy!”  he  cried,  patting  the  beast’s  neck. 

But  the  broncho  rushed  away,  and  bucked  at  every  few 
paces  in  the  most  sudden  and  violent  manner. 

Several  times  he  nearly  unseated  the  boy,  but  Harry 
grasped  him  around  the  neck,  and  dug  his  ankles  and  knees 
in  deeper. 

“Hoop-la!”  he  shouted,  smiling  with  excitement,  as  the 
beast  went  romping  away,  bucking  at  every  few  steps. 

And  gathering  up  a  leather  thong,  he  gave  the  animal  a 
stinging  cut  which  made  it  smart  and  leap  high  in  the 
air. 

Everyone  expected  to  see  the  boy  shoot  skyward. 

But  he  landed  in  the  saddle,  and  stuck  the  toe  of  one 
boot  between  the  girth  and  the  broncho’s  skin. 

It  held  him  firmly  in  the  saddle,  and  a  shout  of  approval 
went  up  from  the  excited  spectators. 

“Doin’  remarkably  good,”  vouchsafed  one  of  the  gang. 

“Just  wait,”  significantly  answered  Yank,  with  a  grin 
of  confidence;  “that  yere  critter  ain’t  a-goin’  ter  hold  him 
on  long,  you’ll  see.” 

As  he  spoke  the  broncho  came  to  the  conclusion  that  it 
could  not  dislodge  the  boy  by  its  favorite  method,  and  then 
began  to  bite  at  his  legs. 

By  restraining  him  with  the  bridle  Harry  checked  this 
impulse. 

Then  the  beast  deliberately  laid  down  to  roll  on  him. 

Everyone  was  highly  excited  by  this  time  by  the  furious 
struggle  for  the  mastery  going  on  between  the  boy  and  the 
beast. 

Words  of  encouragement  were  shouted  to  Harry. 

Feeling  the  beast  going  down  he  baffled  its  plan  by  slid¬ 
ing  around  on  its  belly  and  remaining  there  until  it  got  up. 

The  cowboys  surrounded  him. 

“Well  done,  youngster,”  cried  one  of  them. 


“I’ll  tame  him  yet,”  said  the  boy,  firmly.  “Give  me  a 
handkerchief.” 

One  of  the  men  unfastened  his  neck  scarf  and  handed  it 
over. 

Harry  bound  it  over  the  broncho’s  eyes,  blindfolding  it. 

Leaping  into  the  saddle,  the  boy  struck  the  beast’s  flanks 
with  the  thong  and  jabbed  it  with  his  spurs. 

Tightening  the  reins,  as  it  dashed  ahead,  he  set  himself 
for  a  buck,  and  when  the  first  one  came  he  was  lifted  from 
the  saddle. 

But  he  calculated  everything  to  such  a  nicety  that  he 
came  down  squarely  astride  of  the  now  frantic  beast  and 
hit  it  again. 

The  broncho  was  panting  and  sweating. 

Harry  steered  it  square  at  the  side  of  the  barn. 

On  it  plunged,  and  a  yell  of  warning  escaped  the  cow¬ 
boys,  who  thought  Harry  did  not  see  where  he  was  driving. 

But  the  boy  understood  what  he  was  about. 

“Look  out,  youngster,”  one  of  the  gang  shouted;  “look 
out,  or  you’ll  run  bang  into  the  side  of  that  barn,” 

“Just  what  I  want  to  do,”  replied  the  boy.  “I’ll  teach 
you  fellows  how  to  crease  a  broncho  the  right  way.” 

And  the  next  moment  the  ftying  beast  drove  its  head 
against  the  boards  with  a  shock  that  threw  it  back  on  its 
haunches,  and  made  the  building  shake  as  if  a  cannon  ball 
hit  it. 

Around  wheeled  the  animal,  and  Harry  shouted  and 
struck  it  once  more,  drove  it  away,  bucking  again,  and 
steered  it  at  the  barn  once  more  with  a  steady  hand. 

The  beast  had  an  instinct  of  its  danger,  and  backed  just 
as  it  arrived  within  a  few  yards  of  the  boards  again. 

So  sudden  was  the  stop  that  Harry  was  partly  thrown 
from  its  back,  and  only  saved  himself  by  clinging  to  its 
neck. 

Around  he  ^whirled,  and  it  gave  one  plunge  and  struck 
the  building  once  more  with  a  terrific  thump. 

That  seemed  to  break  its  wild  spirit. 

All  this  time  the  boy  had  been  talking  to  the  beast,  and 
when  he  saw  how  he- was  subduing  it,  he  drove  it  away  and 
sharply  cut  it  with  the  lash  every  time  it  tried  again  to 
buck. 

The  third  time  he  drove  it  head  first  against  the  barn 
the  shock  threw  the  brute  down,  and  Harry  had  to  jump 
from  its  back. 

He  tore  the  bandage  from  the  animal’s  eyes,  made  it 
get  up,  mounted  it,  and  drove  it  full  tilt  at  the  barn  again. 

But  it  checked  itself  ere  its  head  struck,  and  the  bov 

’  V 

rode  off,  and  it  made  no  further  attempt  to  buck. 

“I’ve  conquered  him!”  shouted  Harry  to  the  crowd. 

A  shout  of  approval  escaped  the  cowboys,  for  Young 
King  Brady  had  broken  the  animal’s  spirit,  and  had  com¬ 
plete  mastery  over  it. 

He  drove  the  now  docile  beast  about  at  will,  and  it  made 
no  further  attempt  to  buck  or  dislodge  him. 

For  it  recognized  that  he  was  its  master. 

“The  broncho  is  mine,  Yank!”  called  the  boy.  as  lie 
returned. 

“By  thunder,  I  never  thought  you'd  tame  him.  but  vor 
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did,  an*  he's  yam's,  as  sure  as  guns,”  replied  Troy.  “As  a 
rider  yer  a  wonder,  youngster,”  and  Harry  certainly  de¬ 
served  the  praise  he  got. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

WHAT  THE  OLD  TABLET  SAID. 

'When  Harry  and  Old  King  Brady  walked  away  from  the 
cowboys  and  reached  a  secluded  spot,  the  old  detective 
asked  the  bqv: 

“Why  didn't  you  ride  away  on  that  broncho,  and  thus 
make  your  escape  while  you  had  the  opportunity?” 

“And  leave  you  here  alone?”  queried  the  boy. 

“Certainly.  You  could  have  regained  your  liberty.” 

“  That  would  have  made  these  villains  suspicious  of  your 
promise  to  show  them  the  location  of  the  lost  gold  mine.” 

“I  know  it.  But  that  could  have  done  no  harm.  Event¬ 
ually  I  might  have  found  a  chance  to  get  away,  too.” 

“They  would  ^have  watched  you  too  closely  to  permit 
that.  Besides,  I  wasn’t  going  to  desert  you  just  when  you 
needed  me  the  most.” 

“It  was  considerate  of  you,  Harry,  but  it  wasn’t  wise.” 

'“Never  mind  the  wisdom  of  the  matter,”  replied  the 
boy.  “I  could  not  leave  you  to  your  fate.  They  might 
have  vented  their  spite  on  you  for  my  escape.  I  could  not 
bear  to  think  of  that.  No,  I’m  satisfied  with  what  I’ve 
done  so  far.” 

Old  King  Brady  sighed,  and  said : 

“Mighty  little  chance  now  to  arrest  Yank  Troy.  To 
take  him  from  the  midst  of  his  friends  out  on  these  plains 
will  be  an  almost  impossible  task.  We  must  find  some 
means  of  separating  him  frcm  the  rest.” 

“How  are  you  going  to  do  it?” 

“I  haven’t  decided  exactly,  unless  I  make  this  proposal 
to  him,  namely,  to  show  only  him  where  the  gold  mine  is.” 

“He  won’t  trust  himself  alone  with  me  too.” 

“That’s  what  I  fear.” 

“You  read  what  the  old  tablet  said,  and  now  know  where 
the  mine  is,  but  you  haven’t  told  me  yet.” 

“I  was  only  awaiting  a  chance.” 

“Do  you  remember  the  wording  on  the  stone?” 

“Every  word  of  it.” 

“And  can  you  repeat  it.” 

“Word  for  word.” 

“Then  do  so,  as  I  am  very  curious  about  it.” 

Old  King  Brady  pondered  a  moment. 

He  had  a  remarkably  retentive  memory. 

Taking  a  pencil  and  note  book  from  his  pocket,  he  wrote 
in  it  a  few  moments,  and  handed  the  book  to  Harry,  saying: 

“Here  is  what  the  stone  said  which  was  in  Troy’s  posses¬ 
sion.” 

The  wording  Harry  read  was  as  follows: 

“from  the  palace  of 
when  Cortez  strove  to  steal  it 


away  from  the  midday  sun  for  thirty 
Fire.  Here  in  a  mighty  cavern 
north,  which  rise  in  the  form  of  a 
buried  in  the  floor  in  the  middle 
consisted  of  as  much  virgin  ore  as 
on  the  heads  of  two  hundred  slaves, 
cavern  that  the  mine  existed  from  whence 
of  gold  which  filled  the  coffers  of  the 
of  the  land  of  the  Aztecs.” 

Harry  read  the  inscription,  and  a  puzzled  look  crossed 
his  face.  He  shook  his  head,  and  sitting  down  on  a  rock, 
he  said: 

“I  can’t  make  head  or  tail  of  it.” 

p 

“Neither  could  Troy,  while  he  had  only  this  much,  if 
he  had  a  Mexican  translate  it  for  him,  and  I’m  pretty  sure 
he  made  such  an  attempt.” 

“Now  what  did  the  stone  say  which  we  had?” 

“Give  me  the  book,  and  I’ll  write  it  down  for  vou.” 

Harry  handed  him  the  note  book. 

Old  King  Brady  sat  down  beside  the  boy,  and  after  a  few 
minutes’  thought,  he  began  to  fill  in  the  broken  lines.- 

While  he  was  so  employed,  Yrank  Troy  had  been  peering 
around  the  edge  of  the  barn  at  them,  wondering  what  they 
were  doing. 

His  curiosity  was  excited. 

Stealthily  creeping  from  his  covert  without  attracting 
the  attention  of  the  absorbed  detectives,  he  rapidly  made  a 
detour  and  reached  a  clump  of  bushes  behind  them. 

Here  he  crouched  down  looking  and  listening. 

Ignorant  of  the  fact  that  they  were  being  watched,  the 
Bradys  went  on  working  out  the  mystery  of  the  old  tab¬ 
let. 

Old  King  Brady  finally  finished  his  task,  and  said: 

“There!  It’s  done.  This,  in  English,  is  exactly  what 
the  tablet  says.” 

He  handed  the  book  to  Harry  again,  and  the  boy  read 
aloud: 

“The  treasure  of  the  Montezumas  was  carried  from  the 
palace  of  my  uncle  by  many  slaves  when  Cortez  tried  to 
steal  it.  From  Mexico  they  traveled  away  from  the  mid¬ 
day  sun  for  thirty  days  to  the  Mountain  of  Fire.  Here,  in 
a  mighty  cavern  beneath  the  rocks  at  the  north,  which  rise 
in  the  form  of  a  great  cross,  the  gold  was  buried  in  the 
floor,  in  the  middle  of  the  main  cavern.  It  consisted  of  as 
much  virgin  ore  as  could  be  carried  in  baskets  on  the  heads 
of  two  hundred  slaves.  It  was  in  this  great  cavern  that  the 
mine  existed  from  whence  came  the  vast  stores  of  gold 
which  filled  the  coffers  of  the  ancient  rulers  of  the  land 
of  the  Aztecs. 

“Guatemozin.” 

Harry  paused  with  a  perplexed  look,  and  asked: 

“How  can  this  stone’s  strange  story  tell  us  where  the 
lost  gold  mine  is  situated.  Old  King  Brady?” 

“We  can  estimate.” 

*‘How?” 

“Why,  this  way:  The  slaves  travelled  north  from  the 
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midday  sun,  which,  of  course  means  northward  from  the 
city  of  Mexico.  It  occupied  thirty  days  to  make  the  jour¬ 
ney.  As  they  were  heavily  laden,  that  meant  that  they 
made  an  average  of  twenty  miles  a  day,  or  six  hundred 
miles  to  the  eastward  inside  of  thirty  days.  They  could  not 
go  due  east  on  account  of  the  lay  of  the  land,  so  they  must 
have  gone  northeast.  We  now  must  ascertain  what  moun- 
tainsdie  about  six  hundred  miles  northeast  of  Mexico.  When 
that  is  done,  we  shall  have  to  locate  a  mountain  of  tire  in 
the  range — in  other  words,  a  volcano.  At  the  northern  side 
of  this  volcanic  mountain  there  must  be  a  rocky  formation 
like  a  huge  cross.  Beneath  this  natural  landmark  lies  the 
wonderful  gold  mine  from  whence  came  the  treasure  of 
the  ancient  Aztecs.  That’s  plain  enough,  isn’t  it?” 

Harry  laughed  gleefully. 

“By  Jove!”  he  cned^  “you  must  be  right.” 

At  this  moment  Yank  Troy,  pale  with  delight  over  the 
great  discovery  he  had  made,  reached  through  the  bushes 
and  snatched  the  note  book  out  of  Harry’s  hand. 

A  cry  of  alarm  escaped  the  boy. 

He  and  Old  King  Brady  bounded  to  their  feet. 

Wheeling  around,  they  saw  the  grinning  cowboy  stand¬ 
ing  on  the  other  side  of  the  bush. 

In  one  hand  he  held  the  book,  and  in  the  other  a  revolver 
which  he  was  aiming  toward  them. 

“Betrayed!”  gasped  Harry. 

“You  bet!”  replied  the  villain. 

“He  knows  the  whole  thing!”  Old  King  Brady  groaned. 

“Every  bit!”  Yank  roared. 

“Give  me  that  book!” 

“Never!  It’s  mine  now.” 

“You  villain,  I’ll - ” 

“If  either  one  o’  yer  budges  an  inch,  I’ll  kill  yer!”  cried 
Yank  in  threatening  tones,  as  his  eyes  began  to  gleam. 

The  Bradys  had  to  obey  him. 

They  were  completely  at  his  mercy. 

For  a  few  moments  there  was  a  deep  silence. 

Presently  Old  King  Brady,  assuming  a  careless  air,  said: 

“What  in  thunder  did  you  want  to  do  that  for,  Yank? 
We  were  going  to  tell  you  what  the  stone  said,  anyhow.” 

“Waal,  I  reckon  yer  won’t  have  ter  now.” 

“Couldn’t  you  wait  until  we  told  you  of  our  own  ac¬ 
cord?” 

“No.  What’s  the  use?  I  don’t  trust  either  one  o’  yer.” 

“Then  you  are  going  to  cheat  us  out  of  our  share  in  the 
mines?” 

“ Gee  whiz!  I  hope  yer  wuzn’t  fools  enough  ter  think  fer 
a  moment  as  I  was  a-goin’  ter  give  youse  bloomin’  guys  any 
interest  in  that  gold  mine,”  exclaimed  the  man  contemptu¬ 
ously. 

“Ah!  Then  you  intended  treachery  from  the  first?” 

“Sure  I  did,.” 

“And  you're  going  to  take  the  whole  gang  with  you,  give 
them  all  an  interest,  and  only  have  a  little  share  left  for 
yourself,  eh?” 

“Say,  ole  feller,  d’yer  think  I’m  crazy?  Why,  no.  I’m 
jist,  a-goin’  ter  take  two  o’  my  pals  in  this  deal,  an’  we’ll 
have  the  hull  thing  in  our  hands.  As  fer  you,  why,  bless 


yer  innercent  hearts,  I’ll  leave  yer  behind  ter  console  them 
wot  gets  left  on  this  ranch.  An’  that’s  where  you  gits  it 
in  ther  neck.” 

“Oh,  is  it?”  asked  Old  King  Brady,  sarcastically.  “Well, 
I’ve  got  a  trump  card  left,  Yank,  and  I’m  going  to  play  it.” 

“What’s  that?”  demanded  the  cowboy,  uneasily. 

“Why,”  chuckled  Old  King  Brady,  “as  soon  as  I  meet 
the  gang  I’ll  tell  every  one  of  them,  and  you’ll  find  that 
there  won’t  be  much  of  that  gold  mine  left  for  you  when 
they  get  through  with  it.” 

Troy  ripped  out  an  oath  and  turned  pale  with  horror  and 
alarm. 


CHAPTER  X. 

AT  LIBERTY. 

A  roar  of  laughter  pealed  from  the  lips  of  the  Bradys 
when  they  saw  the  effect  of  the  old  detective’s  words  on 
Yank  Troy. 

He  was  infuriated  and  chagrined. 

“So  that’s  what  yer  a-goin’  ter  do,  is  it?”  he  finally  de¬ 
manded. 

“Exactly,”  answered  Old  King  Brady,  with  a  nod.  “You 
won’t  enjoy  much  of  the  wealth  of  that  gold  mine  when  you 
find  you’ll  have  to  split  it  up  into  twenty  or  thirty  shares.” 

“Blast  it!  Y^ou’ll  queer  the  hull  thing.” 

“Of  course  we  will.”  \ 

“I  ain’t  a-goin’  ter  stand  fer  it!” 

“No?  I  don’t  see  how  you  can  help  yourself.” 

“I’ll  show  yer  how.  I’ll  fix  yer.” 

“Moreover,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  coolly,  “you  don’t 
know  where  the  volcanic  mountain  alluded  to  is  situated, 
and  we  do - ” 

“Ther  deuce  I  don’t!”  roared  Yank.  “Every  greaser 
from  here  ter  Mexico  City  knows  whar  ther  mountain  o’ 
fire  is  in  ther  Sierra  Del  Burro  range.  Why,  blast  it,  I  kin 
go  right  thar  in  ther  saddle  from  this  place  inside  o’  two 
days,  an’  I’m  a-goin’  ter  do  it.  An’,  wot’s  more,  yer  ain’t 
a-goin’  ter  stop  me  with  yer  blabbin’,  you  ain’t.” 

He  was  wrought  up  to  a  high  pitch  of  excitement. 

Giving  vent  to  a  shrill  whistle,  he  summoned  two  of 
his  friends. 

When  they  ran  up  to  him,  he  pointed  at  the  Bradys  and 
said: 

“Tie  ’em  up.  They  ain’t  got  no  shootin’  irons.” 

The  two  cowboys  approached  the  detectives,  and  Yank 
said  to  the  Bradys: 

“As  true  as  thar’s  a  sky  above,  if  either  one  o’  yer  re¬ 
sists  1 11  put  a  ball  in  yer  heads!  D’yer  understand?" 

I  narmed,  and  facing  death,  the  detectives  realized  that 
it  would  be  the  height  of  folly  to  attempt  to  prevent  the 
rascals  from  securing  them  again. 

“All  right,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We  don't  want  to  go 
under  the  sod  just  yet.” 

“I  see  yer  got  some  sense  left.” 
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“Tying  us  up  ain't  going  to  do  you  any  good,  thought 

“Oh,  you'll  see.” 

The  cowboys  now  secured  the  Bradys  with  their  belts 
and  handkerchiefs,  and  when  they  were  fastened,  Yank  ex¬ 
claimed,  harshly: 

‘‘Gag  'em.” 

This  was  done,  and  the  villain  continued: 

“Now  put  ’em  inter  ther  little  cave,  boys.  They’ll  be 
hidden  there  long  enough  fer  us  ter  git  away  afore  they  kin 
tell  ther  rest  whar  we’ve  gone.  As  no  one  ever  goes  inter 
that  hole,  mebbe  they’ll  never  be  found.  So  much  the  bet¬ 
ter  fer  us  if  they  die  thar.” 

These  words  startled  the  Bradys. 

A  look  of  surprise  crossed  the  face  of  one  of  the  men. 

“What  are  you  doing  this  for,  Yrank?”  he  asked. 

“I’ll  tell  yer,  Jack.  I’ve  jest  l’arned  from  him  whar 
that  treasure  is,  an’  you  and  Bill  kin  come  along  with  me 
an’  git  it.” 

The  two  cowboys  were  delighted. 

Near  by  was  a  small  cave  among  the  rocks. 

Parting  the  bushes  that  grew  over  the  entrance,  the 
cowboys  lifted  up  the  Bradys  and  carried  them  into  it. 

Having  left  the  detectives  in  the  gloomy  little  hole,  they 
departed  with  Y^ank,  and  quarter  of  an  hour  later  the 
Bradys  heard  the  trio  riding  away  swiftly  on  horseback. 

Harry  was  disgusted,  and  thought: 

“After  all  they  may  get  the  best  of  us.” 

He  began  to  ponder,  trying  to  devise  a  scheme  whereby 
they  might  escape  from  their  unpleasant  predicament  in 
time  to  baffle  the  three  villains. 

Finally  a  plan  flashed  across  his  mind,  and  he  rolled  over 
to  Old  King  Brady  and  bumped  against  him. 

In  this  way  he  called  his  partner’s  attention  to  what 
he  intended  to  do  to  get  out  of  their  present  unlucky  posi¬ 
tion. 

A  moment  afterward  Old  King  Brady  became  conscious 
of  the  fact  that  the  boy  was  rolling  himself  toward  the  exit 
from  the  cavern. 

It  instantly  flashed  across  his  mind  that  Harry  intended 
to  thus  make  his  way  to  where  they  could  get  someone  to 
unfasten  their  bonds,  and  he  followed  the  boy’s  example. 

A  few  moments  later  both  were  out  of  the  cave. 

There  were  numerous  stones  and  rocks  about  the  vicinity, 
over  which  it  was  painful  for  them  to  move,  but  they  fin¬ 
ally  managed  to  leave  them  behind. 

Some  of  the  cowboys  who  had  been  behind  the  barn  had 
now  come  around  to  the  front  of  the  house,  and  they  quick¬ 
ly  caught  dew  of  the  two  rolling  bodies. 

At  first  the  peculiar  sight  amazed  them. 

Then  they  began  to  shout: 

“What  the  deuce  is  that?” 

“By  golly,  it’s  two  men!” 

“Why,  it’s  Yank’s  enemies,  boys.” 

“See!  They  are  bound  and  gagged.” 

These  and  similar  shouts  met  the  detectives’  ears. 

Being  gagged  they  could  not  speak,  of  course,  but  they 
directed  their  course  toward  the  men,  and  the  cowboys  came 
to  meet  them. 


A  few  moments  later  they  paused  at  the  feet  of  the 
crowd. 

“Cut  ’em  loose,”  someone  suggested  with  a  laugh. 

One  of  the  cowbovs  drew  a  bowie  knife  from  his  belt  and 
liberated  the  detectives,  who  thereupon  arose  and  removed 
the  gags. 

“What  in  thunder  does  this  mean?”  demanded  one  of  the 
gang. 

“Yank  did  it,”  answered  Harry. 

“What  for?” 

“He  put  us  in  the  cave  to  starve  us  to  death,  and  has 
just  fled  with  Jack  and  Bill.  You’ll  never  see  them  back 
in  this  camp  again.” 

Looks  of  intense  astonishment  overspread  the  faces  of 
the  gang,  and  finally,  when  one  of  them  recovered,  lie  de¬ 
manded  gruffly: 

“What  have  they  gone  away  fer?” 

“Don’t  you  fellows  know  why  he  was  holding  us  here 
as  prisoners?” 

“Why,”  replied  one  of  the  men,  “he  said  you  knew  where 
there  was  a  valuable  gold  deposit  somewhere  down  in  Mex¬ 
ico,  and  that  he  intended  to  worm  the  secret  out  of  }rou, 
an’  take  us  all  to  the  place  to  jump  your  claim,  an’  keep  it 
for  ourselves.” 

“Well,  he  told  you  the  truth.”, 

“Then  vou  told  him  the  secret,  and  he  went  after  the 
gold  mine,  eh?” 

“Exactly.  He  took  Jack  and  Bill  with  him.” 

“And  left  us  behind?” 

“That’s  exactly  what  he  did.” 

“Ther  tricky,  underhanded  cuss.” 

“Well,  what  are  you  going  to  do  about  it?” 

“Do?”  roared  the  cowboy,  savagety,  “why,  trail  ther 
blamed  sneaks.  Run  ’em  down,  an’  make  em’  give  us  ther 
share  in  that  treasure  which  they  promised  us.  Eh,  boys, 
shall  we?” 

“Yes,  Yres,  Yes!”  yelled  the  others. 

The  Bradys  smiled. 

They  saw  at  once  that  they  had  aroused  the  auger  and 
cupidity  of  the  whole  gang,  and  realized  that  the  cow¬ 
boys  would  now'  pursue  Yank  and  his  two  companions  and 
bring  them  to  account. 

It  was  fair  to  presume  that  Troy  ’would  not  tell  them 
where  the  mine  was,  and  that  he  would  now  find  himself  so 
hampered  with  the  whole  gang  that  he  would  be  hindered 
from  going  forward. 

That  was  just  what  the  Bradys  wanted. 

If  left  to  their  own  resources,  they  could  thus  go  ahead, 
reach  the  mine  in  advance  of  the  gang,  and  stand  off  the 
claim  jumpers  until  they  could  establish  the  rights  of  John 
Anderson’s  daughter  to  the  mine. 

In  order  to  goad  the  gang  on,  Old  King  Brady  now  said 
to  them: 

“Well,  if  you  are  going  after  Troy,  you’d  better  not  de¬ 
lay  too  long.  Every  moment  he  is  getling  further  and  fur¬ 
ther  away  from  you  hovs,  and  bv  the  time  vou  set  out 
he  will  have  such  a  lead  that  it  will  become  impossible  for 
you  to  overtake  him.” 
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“That’s  so/’  assented  the  cowboy  who  had  taken  the 
lead.  “We’d  better  get  right  off.  A  rainstorm  might  de¬ 
stroy  the  trail.” 

A  veil  of  assent  came  from  the  rest. 

They  made  a  rush  for  the  barn  to  get  their  horses,  and 
left  the  Bradys  standing  there  laughing  in  their  sleeves. 

In  less  #than  live  minutes  afterward  the  whole  gang, 
mounted  on  mustangs,  came  galloping  out  of  the  building. 

With  stern,  angry  faces  they  sped  away  over  the  plains, 
and  soon  disappeared  in  a  cloud  of  dust  far  down  the  trail. 

The  Bradys  were  left  alone  at  the  deserted  ranch. 

They  burst  out  laughing,  and  Harry  said: 

“Well,  they’ve  left  plenty  arms,  ammunition  and  our 
horses  behind.  We  now  have  only  to  help  ourselves  to  what 
we  want  and  to  set  out  to  beat  them  to  their  destination.” 

“And  we  can  do  that  easily,”  replied  Old  King  Brady, 
in  grim  tones,  “for  Yank  Troy  can’t  get  very  far  ere  those 
fellows  will  overtake  him  and  bring  him  to  a  sudden  halt. 
If  they  don’t  get  my  note  book  away  from  him  the  secret 
of  the  lost  gold  mine  will  be  safe  for  some  time  to  come.” 

They  hurried  into  the  ranch,  and  finding  plenty  weapons 
there  they  helped  themselves,  and  then  got  their  horses. 

A  few  minutes  afterward  the  detectives  were  in  the  sad¬ 
dle  speeding  away  over  the  plains  free  to  do  as  they  pleased. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

CHASED  BY  FIRE. 

“Harry,  do  you  hear  that  strange  thundering  noise?” 

“There’s  no  storm  in  sight,  Old  King  Brady.  See,  tne 
sky  above  is  studded  with  stars,  and  the  breeze  is  cool  and 
sweet.” 

“Just  pause  a  moment.” 

The  detectives  stopped  their  horses  and  the  animals  bent 
their  heads  to  nibble  the  dried-up  prairie  grass. 

A  sense  of  deep  solitude  prevailed. 

They  were  in  the  midst  of  a  vast  prairie,  not  many 
miles  from  the  majestic  waters  of  the  mighty  Rio  Grande 
River.  J 

Not  a. soul  was  in  sight. 

A  low,  0ull  rumbling  sound  reached  their  ears. 

Suddenly  one  of  the  horses  raised  its  head,  snuffed  the 
air,  and  neighed  loudly,  while  the  other  beast  became  very 
restless. 

The  distant  rumble  grew  louder  every  moment. 

Glancing  around,  Old  King  Brady  looked  back  over  the 
trail  toward  a  forest  the^  had  just  left  behind. 

A  dull  red  glow  in  the  sky  began  to  flicker  above  the 
treetops,  and  as  it  momentarily  spread  wider  and  grew 
brighter,  the  truth  suddenly  flashed  across  the  detective’s 
mind. 

“Harry!” 

“What?” 

“The  prairie’s  afire!” 

Young  King  Brady  saw  the  flames  reflected  in  the  sky. 

He  was  startled  by  the  threatening  aspect,  and  gasped: 


“The  wind  is  driving  the  flames  this  way.” 

“Bad!”  commented  Old  King  Brady,  gravely.  “We’ll 
have  to  run  for  the  river.  The  fire  is  sweeping  along 
with  tremendous  speed.  See,  there  are  the  flames  now !” 

He  pointed  back  and  shuddered. 

The  boy  felt  a  cold  chill  dart  through  him  when  he 
caught  view  of  the  distant  conflagration. 

The  sky  was  becoming  lit  up  more  brilliantly  every  mo¬ 
ment,  and  millions  of  sparks  were  shooting  along  in  ad¬ 
vance  of  the  huge  tongues  of  flame,  high  in  the  air. 

A  deep  crimson  glow  was  now  lighting  up  the  heavens, 
and  enormous  billows  of  flame  shot  up  into  the  sky. 

The  fire  was  rushing  toward  them. 

The  prairie  became  lighted  up  rapidly. 

Just  then  the  cause  of  the  rumbling  sound  was  observed. 

A  tremendous  herd  of  terrified  cattle  came  bursting  from 
the  woods  and  rushing  toward  the  detectives. 

It  was  an  appalling  sight. 

Thousands  of  head  of  cattle  were  in  that  army  of  beasts 
spread  out  over  a  mile  of  territory,  every  one  madly  rush¬ 
ing  in  the  direction  of  the  river  to  escape  the  pursuing 
flames. 

“There’s  what  makes  the  rumble!”  gasped  Old  King 
Brady,  pointing  at  the  moving  bodies  of  the  galloping 
beasts. 

“By  Jove,  we’d  better  move  or  they’ll  trample  us  to 
death !” 

The  jaded  horses  were  started  off  at  a  gallop. 

Away  over  the  prairie  dashed  the  detectives. 

After  them  rushed  the  cattle,  their  dark  bodies  rising, 
falling  and  surging  like  the  restless  billows  of  the  ocean. 

It  was  a  grand  but  terrifying  sight. 

Side  by  side  rode  the  detectives,  urging  on  their  tired 
steeds,  and  the  sparks  began  to  fall  in  showers  around  them. 

On  swept  the  poor  brutes  from  the  ranges,  instinctively 
going  in  the  direction  of  safety,  and  on  came  the  horrible 
waves  of  hungry  flame  like  a  raging  tornado. 

The  uneasiness  of  the  horses  was  now  explained. 

They  scented  their  danger  before  the  fire  showed  over 
the  treetops,  am}  the  poor  beasts  were  now  making  heroic 
efforts  to  bear  their  riders  to  a  place  of  safety. 

“The  fire  is  gaining,  Harry.” 

“How  far  is  the  river  from  here?” 

“At  least  three  mjles  yet.” 

“Our  horses  are  badly  played  out.” 

“I  only  hope  they’ll  last.” 

Plunging  ahead,  the  detectives  covered  another  mile. 

Like  a  demon  the  fire  had  now  burst  into  plain  view. 

It  rose  from  the  ground  and  seemed  to  touch  the  skv  as  it\ 
swept  ahead,  rolling  up^vast  clouds  of  smoke. 

Harry’s  horse  stumbled  and  fell  on  its  knees. 

The  boy  was  flung  from  its  back,  but  sprang  to  his  feet. 

Old  King  Brady  raced  on  and  glanced  back. 

“Mount!”  lie  yelled. 

“I'm  all  right,”  replied  the  boy. 

In  a  moment  more  he  was  in  tl>o  saddle. 

His  horse  had  wrenched  a  fetlock  and  went  lame. 

It  was  so  frightened  at  the  fire  that  it  forgot  its  pain. 
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though,  and  plunged  ahead  gallantly  toward  the  distant 

river. 

Up  to  Old  King  Brady  dashed  the  boy. 

“All  right?”  eagerly  asked  his  partner. 

“My  horse  can't  last  much  longer.” 

“Keep  him  going.  The  river  can't  be  far  off.” 

“Those  bulls  will  be  up  to  us  in  a  few  minutes.” 

Hot  gusts  of  air  gushed  in  Old  King  Brady’s  face  as 
he  gazed  bach  at  the  stampeded  cattle. 

They  were  swiftly  gaining  and  they  were  but  a  very 
short  distance  behind  the  flying  horses  bestrode  by  the  de¬ 
tectives. 

Just  then  one  of  the  leaders  fell,  and  the  cows  coming 
on  behind  stumbled  over  them,  and  in  a  moment  a  huge 
mass  of  fallen  beasts  were  piled  up  on  the  plain. 

“Some  of  them  are  down  with  broken  bones,  Harry.” 

“The  fire  will  reach  them  and  put  an  end  to  their 
misery.” 

‘‘How  hot  and  stifling  the  air  is  getting!” 

“Old  King  Brady,  I’m  parched.  The  heat  is  awful.” 

“Drive  your  horse  harder.” 

«/ 

“Can’t.  It’s  doing  its  level  best  now.” 

But  the  fire  was  gaining  fhst. 

Already  the  hot,  crimson  glow  was  arching  forward  over 
their  heads  and  the  air  was  rank  with  a  burnt  odor. 

Covered  with  sweat,  their  eyeballs  bulging,  and  with 
manes  and  tails  flying,  the  horses  were  straining  every 
muscle  ;  their  wide,  distended,  red  nostrils  blowing  out 
their  breath  furiously. 

It  was  a  wild  race  for  life. 

The  maddened  cattle  were  nowr  at  the  horses’  sides  and 
it  almost  seemed  as  if  the  detectives  would  fall  beneath 
their  cloven  hoofs,  when  Harry  shouted,  excitedly: 

“There’s  the  river  ahead,  now!” 

“Thank  heaven  for  that!” 

“Drive  right  into  it,  Old  King  Brady.” 

“Keep  close  to  me,  Harry.” 

The  horses  almost  seemed  to  know  that  salvation  from 
that  terrible  heat  was  close  at  hand.. 

TJhey  leaped  forward  with  increased  speed. 

In  two  minutes  more  they  reached  the  embankment  and 
rushed  fearlessly  into  the  broad  stream: 

After  them  plunged  the  bellowing  cattle  by  the  hun¬ 
dreds,  and  the  cooling  waters  laved  their  bodies,  relieving 
them  of  the  baked  and  scorched  misery  they  endured. 

.  Sweat  was  pouring  down  the  detectives’  faces, 

“Can  the  beasts  swim  the  stream,  Harry?” 

“We  must  go  straight  across.  It’s  sure  death  to  stop 
here.” 

They  patted  their  horses’  necks  tenderly  and  urged  them 
on  as  the  poor  animals  swam  out  into  the  stream. 

The  roaring  avalanche  of  fire  came  licking  its  way  to¬ 
ward  the  stream,  leaving  vast  tracts  of  black,  desolate 
wastes  behind,  and  hundreds  of  cowi  perished  in  the  heat. 

Straight  for  the  opposite  bank  swam  the  horses,  and 
by  the  time  the  fierce  ocean  of  flame  roared  down  to  the 
water’s  edge  to  burn  itself  out,  the  detectives,  half  sub¬ 
merged,  were  nearly  over  the  stream. 


Thev  suffered  untold  torture  while  the  flames  shot  out  in 
a  vast  glaring  blanket  toward  them. 

But  as  nothing  remained  to  be  consumed,  the  fire  soon 
subsided  all  along  the  river  and  the  gloom  of  night  deep¬ 
ened  gradually  until  it  became  normal  again. 

As  far  back  as  the  eye  could  reach  the  earth  was  coated 
with  burning  weeds  and  bushes  that  rose  like  fire  flies  from 
the  carpet  of  glowing  embers  covering  the  ground  in  all 
directions. 

In  the  midst  of  the  desolate  black  patches  laid  the 
scorched  bodies  of  innumerable  fallen  beasts,  and  down 
in  the  river  many  more  were  being  drowned  by  their 
fellows. 

The  beasts  in  the^  rear  were  pushing  those  ahead  into 
deep  water  and  the  ones  that  could  not  swim  perished  by 
the  score. 

All  the  river  in  that  section  was  full  of  floating  bodies 
and  wading  animals,  and  the  air  was  dense  with  the  clouds 
of  smoke  and  the  noxious  fumes  of  the  burned  vegetation. 

It  was  a  hard  struggle  for  the  Bradys’  horses,  but  they 
fought  their  way  across  the  stream  at  last  and  waded  up 
out  of  the  water,  bearing  their  masters  to  safety. 

“Safe  at  last!”  cried  Harry. 

“I  wonder,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “if  Troy  and  the 
other  cowboys  escaped  as  luckily  as  we  did.” 


CHAPTER  XII. 

IN  MEXICO. 

Not  far  from  the  borders  of  the  Rio  Grande  was  the 
little  village  of  Piedras  Negros,  opposite  Eagle  Pass,  where 
the  Mexican  International  Railroad  crosses  the  big  stream. 

It  was  late  that  night  when  the  Bradys  cantered  into  the 
town  on  their  jaded  beasts,  and  a  Mexican  directed  them 
to  a  little  hostelry  where  they  might  put  up  for  the  night. 

As  it  would  have  been  necessary  for  the  cowboys  they 
were  pursuing  to  pass  that  way  to  reach  the  Mexican  side 
of  the  frontier,  the  detectives  made  inquiries  about  them, 
but  failed  to  get  any  news. 

It  seemed  that  ^ank  Troy  and  his  men  were  very  well 
known  in  that  town,  and  if  they  had  gone  through  Eagle 
Pass  it  would  have  been  known  by  the  Mexicans  at  once. 

When  the  detectives  put  up  at  the  tavern,  or  bodega,  as 
it  was  called,  and  refreshed  themselves  with  some  supper, 
Harry  remarked  :  ' 

“We  must  be  ahead  of  the  gang.” 

“Possibly,”  his  partner  answered.  “Why  do  you  think 
so?” 

“Because  they  haven’t  reached  this  town  yet.” 

“They  haven’t  absolutely  got  to  pass  through  here.” 

“How  else  could  they  get  into  Mexican  territory?” 

“By  swimming  their  horses  over  the  stream  as  we  did.” 

“I  don’t  believe  they  would  attempt  that  unless  driven 
to  it.” 

“Well,  perhaps  not  as  long  as  they  could  go  over  the 
bridge.” 
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These  words  had  scarcely  left  Old  King  Brady’s  lips 
when  they  heard  a  furious  pounding  of  horses’  hoofs  and 
the  wild  yells  of  men. 

The  sound  came  from  the  road  outside. 

Rushing  to  the  window,  Harry  cried: 

“Speaking  English.” 

“Who  can  they  be?” 

“See!  See!  Here  they  come!” 

The  old  detective  glanced  up  the  main  street  and  saw 
a  dense  cloud  of  dust  coming  toward  them. 

In  the  midst  of  this  cloud  he  observed  the  dim  figures 
of  several  horses  with  men  astride  their  backs. 

At  the  second  glance  he  recognized  the  foremost  rider. 

“Yank  Troy!”  he  exclaimed. 

“He’s  got  Jack  and  Bill  with  him,”  added  Harry. 

“What  in  thunder  are  they  running  away  from?” 

“Somebody  must  be  pursuing  them.” 

Just  as  the  three  men  drew  close  to  the  bodega,  the  horse 
ridden  by  Troy  stumbled  and  fell,  throwing  its  rider. 

He  landed  on  his  feet  like  a  cat. 

“I’m  lost!”  he  yelled  to  his  friends. 

His  two  chums  reined  in  their  mounts  with  a  sudden¬ 
ness  that  pulled  them  up  on  their  haunches. 

The  people  of  the  village  who  had  flocked  into  the 
narrow  street  to  see  what  the  fuss  was  about,  scattered  in 
all  directions  before  the  prancing  animals. 

“Shall  we  shoot  ’em?”  roared  Bill,  drawing  his  pistol. 

“Won’t  do  no  good,”  replied  Yank. 

“Don’t  give  in,”  admonished  Jack,  angrily.  “We’ve 
kep’  ahead  of  ’em  so  far,  an’  I’d  hate  ter  let  them  get  the 
secret.” 

“They’ll  never  learn  from  me  whar  ther  mine  is,” 
said  Yank,  in  fierce  tones. 

Just  then  the  big  gang  of  cowboys  who  had  been  trailing 
them  came  thundering  up  to  the  spot. 

The  man  in  the  lead  now  yelled,  exultantly: 

“Here  they  are,  lads!” 

“Hooray!”  yelled  the  gang. 

They  surrounded  Yank  and  his  two  friends,  and  the 
leader  of  the  party  bent  an  ugly  glance  upon  the  former 
and  said,  in  sarcastic  tones: 

“Got  yer  cold,  Yank!” 

“What  d’yer  want?”  snarled  the  villain. 

“You  an’  them  other  two  skins.” 

“What  d’yer  mean  by  that?” 

“Jist  this.  A  ou  promised  ter  let  ther  hull  gang  in  on 
that  deal  about  ther  lost  gold  mine.  We  found  as  yer  was 
a-goin’  tor  leave  us  out  an’  sneak  away  with  Bill  an’  Jack 
an’  leave  ns  in  ther  soup.  But  we  got  next  ter  yer  scurvy 
trick,  an’  follerd  yer :  an'  here  we  is  ready  ter  git  our  share 
— hey,  lads?” 

“You  bet!”  yelled  one  of  the  gang. 

A  dark  scowl  mounted  Yank’s  red  face. 

lie  was  furious;  and  lie  exclaimed,  in  hoarse  tones: 

“So  yer  think  yer  kin  force  me  ter  do  what  I  don't 
want  ter  do?” 

“That’s  about  it.” 

“Well,  yer  won't  git  nuthin’  fer  yer  pains.” 


“So  yer  goin’  ter  be  obstinate,  hey?” 

“I  ain’t  goin’  ter  low  yer  ter  share  that  mine,  nohow.” 

“How  kin  yer  perwent  it?” 

“We’ll  give  up  our  plan  ter  go  find  it.” 

“Oh,  ho!  So  that’s  yer  dodge?” 

“Exactly.” 

“Well,  Yank,  yer  played  a  dirty  trick  on  us,  an’  we  means 
ter  stick  ter  yer  like  brothers  from  now  onward.  If  yer  goes 
ter  ther  mine,  we  goes  along.  If  yer  don't  go,  yer  finds  us 
at  yer  heels  every  whar  yer  goes.  Yer  can’t  shake  us,  no¬ 
how.” 

• 

“Don’t  fool  with  me,  boys,  It’s  a-goin’  ter  be  a  dan¬ 
gerous  game !”  hissed  the  infuriated  Troy. 

“Oh,  humbug !  None  of  us  is  afraid  o’  ye.  If  yer  hurts 
one  yer  hurts  all.  An’  ther  Lord  help  yer  if  yer  gits  ther 
hull  gang  agin  yer,  Yank.  You  knows  us  too  w^ell  ter 
have  us  turn  on  yer  in  a  body.” 

The  rascal  winced  at  this. 

He  was  only  too  well  aware  that  they  were  a  hard  gang 
of  unscrupulous  ruffians  who  would  not  hesitate  to  kill 
him  if  he  provoked  them  to  it. 

He  pondered  a  few  moments  and  concluded  at  last  that 
his  best  policy  was  to  conciliate  them  and  give  them  the 
slip  when  a  more  favorable  chance  presented  itself. 

He  therefore  assumed  a  smile  and  said  to  the  gang : 

“Well,  yer’ve  beat  me  at  me  own  game,  lads,  an’  I 
throws  up  me  hands  ter  yer.  We’ve  been  downed  an’ 
thar  ain't  no  arthly  use  o’  kickin'  about  ther  matter,  is 
there  ?” 

“None  at  all,  Yank,”  said  the  leader. 

“Reckon  I’ve  made  a  fool  o’  myself.” 

.  “O’  course  yer  have.” 

“I  apologize.” 

“Good  fer  you.” 

“I  was  too  greedy.” 

-  “That’s  what  we  think.” 

“Now  I'm  goin’  ter  ma'ke  amends.” 

“How?” 

“By  takin’  all  o’  yer  with  me.” 

“That’s  ther  talk,  Yank.” 

“Will  yer  let  bygones  be  bygones?” 

“Sure,  if  yer  acts  right  by  us.” 

“I  will.” 

“Then  we’re  with  yer.  Hey,  boys?” 

The  gang  readily  assented,  for  they  all  were  greedy  to  get 
at  that  mine,  and  knew  very  well  that  they  could  not  do 
anything  about  it  without  Yank’s  aid. 

The  villain  smiled  to  see  how  easily  he  duped  them,  and 
winked  at  Jack  and  Bill  to  let  them  know  what  he  was  up  to. 

Finally  lie  said : 

“All  right;  fall  in.  I'm  yer  captain  again.  We'll  raid 
flier  nearest  pulque  shop  an'  fill  up  on  fire  water  an* 
tomales.” 

1  his  suited  the  wild  spirit  of  the  gang. 

As  Troy  had  money  and  invited  them,  they  anticipated 

a  fierce  spree. 

Mounting  their  horses  they  all  rode  down  the  street  at 
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breakneck  speed  and  soon  disappeared,  whooping  like  wild 
Indians. 

The  Bradys  had  seen  and  heard  all. 

Withdrawing  from  the  window  of  the  bodega,  Harry 
said : 

‘•Yank  has  met  his  Waterloo.” 

‘‘The  gang  have  beaten  him  badly,”  Old  King  Brady 
replied:  “but  I  have  no  faith  in  any  of  his  promises.  He 
will  try  to  get  the  gang  drunk  and  slip  away  from  them 
again.” 

“More  than  likely.” 

“It  will  pay  us  to  watch  them,  Harry.” 

“By  all  means,”  assented  the  boy. 

Just  then  the  proprietor  entered  and  Harry  asked  him, 
in  English : 

“  Have  you  got  a  map  of  Mexico  ?  ”  ^ 

“I've  got  a  school  geography  such  as  they  use  in 
America,”  replied  the  man,  in  good  English.  “Will  that 
do?” 

“Yes.  Let  us  have  it.” 

The  man  brought  in  the  book. 

Handing  it  to  the  boy,  he  asked,  politely: 

“Can  I  be  of  any  further  service  to  you,  senors?” 

“Yes.  We  would  like  to  have  some  information.” 

.“I  shall  be  pleased  to  tell  you  anything  I  can.” 

Then  let  me  know  where  the  nearest  range  of  mountains 
are.” 

“Do  you  mean  the  very  big  ones?” 

“Yes.  The  volcanoes.” 

•  * 

“Well,  up  in  Coahuila  province,  in  which  we  now  are, 
there  is  a  peak  called  the  Mountain  of  Fire,  in  the  Sierra 
del  Burro  range.” 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

A  HOT  TIME  IN  TOWN. 

The  Bradys  were  startled  by  the  landlord’s  words,  for 
the  mountain  he  mentioned  was  the  very  one  they  were 
in  search  of ! 

Exchanging  glances  of  surprise,  the  detectives  smiled 
with  pleasure,  and  Young  King  Brady  demanded,  quickly: 
“How  far  is  the  Mountain  of  Fire  from  here?” 

“About  seventy-five  miles,”  replied  the  Mexican. 

“Is  the  way  difficult?” 

“No.  On  the  contrary,  it’s  quite  easy.” 

“In  what  direction  is  it?” 

“Northwest  of  here.” 

“How  do  we  go  to  reach  the  range?” 

“By  the  Remolino  trail.  You  follow  the  road  outside 

northward.” 

“I  see.  Is  the  neighborhood  of  the  mountains  in¬ 
habited  ?” 

“Only  by  a  few  small  villages.” 

“Which  are  they?” 

“Well,  I’lJ  tell  you.  The  Burro  range  is  shaped  like  a 
horseshoe.  At  the  open  point  stands  a  lone  mountain  called  ! 


Mosquito.  We  Mexicans  call  it  the  Mountain  of  Fire,  as 
it  is  an  active  volcano.  The  nearest  towns  to  it  are  Jimenez 
and  Agua  Nuevo.  Your  best  course  to  reach  the  place  will 
be  to  follow  the  trail  to  the  latter  town,  follow  the  course 
of  the  Rio  Grande  a  few  miles,  and  when  you  see  the  peak 
strike  off  over  the  valley  to  the  westward.” 

“Let  us  see  how  far  that  mountain  is  from  the  City  of 
Mexico,”  said  Harry,  opening  the  book  at  the  proper  map. 

There  was  a  mile  scale  by  which  he  measured. 

Assuming  that  the  midday  sun  was  due  south,  and 
measuring  northwest,  the  boy  found  that  Mosquito  moun¬ 
tain  was  just  about  six  hundred  miles  from  the  capital  city. 

He  showed  the  measurement  to  Old  King  Brady. 

“That’s  the  mountain,  sure  enough!”  he  exclaimed. 

“We  must  set  out  for  it  in  the  morning,”  replied  Old 
King  Brady,  decisively.  “It  will  take  us  about  two  days 
to  reach  it.  But  before  we  go  we  must  find  out  if  John 
Anderson  has  registered  his  claim  with  the  Mexican  govern¬ 
ment.” 

“We  can’t  go  all  the  way  to  Mexico  now.” 

“No,  I  don’t  expect  to.  But  we  can  telegraph  there. 
As  all  claims  are  registered  in  the  capital  city,  we  can 
make  sure  of  the  matter  before  we  go  to  any  extremes  in 
the  case.” 

“Is  it  a  mining  claim?”  queried  the  landlord,  curiously. 

“Yes.” 

“In  this  province?” 

“It  is.” 

“Then  you  need  go  no  further  than  Saltillo,  our  capital 
city.” 

“So  much  the  better.  Where’s  a  telegraph  office?” 

“At  the  railroad  station.” 

“We’ll  use  it  to-morrow.” 

The  landlord  then  left  the  room. 

After  some  further  talk  the  Bradys  went  out. 

They  had  no  difficulty  in  locating  the  cowboys,  for  every 
Mexican  in  town  knew  which  saloon  they  were  in  by  the 
furious  uproar  they  created,  and  the  detectives  repaired 
there. 

Peering  through  the  open  door  they  saw  the  whole  gang 
in  the  place,  filling  themselves  with  the  hot  liquor  the 
Mexicans  distilled. 

Old  King  Bradv  chuckled. 

O  \J 

“Look  at  Troy!”  he  muttered. 

“By  Jingo,  he’s  getting  as  drunk  as  the  rest,”  replied 
Harry,  in  surprise.  “I  thought  he  might  get  the  gang 
loaded  and  then  try  to  shake  them.” 

“Perhaps  he  did  intend  to  do  so,”  laughed  the  old  officer, 
“but  his  craving  for  liquor  got  the  best  of  him  and  he 
has  fallen  into  his  own  trap.” 

“It  would  be  dangerous  to  tackle  him  now.” 

“Very.  With  their  brains  crazed,  they  are  already  like 
madmen,  and  if  we  attempted  to  arrest  him  and  take  him 
from  the  midst  of  that  drunken  gang  of  reckless  vagabonds 
we  would  get  shot  so  full  of  holes  you  could  use  our 
bodies  as  sieves.” 

“Let’s  keep  an  eye  on  them  a  while,  anyway.” 

They  remained  where  they  were. 
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In  a  short  time  Yank  announced: 

“My  money’s  all  gone.” 

“Let’s  git,”  suggested  one  of  the  gang. 

“One  more  round  fust.” 

“It’s  on  me,  senors,”  blandly  said  the  cafe  keeper. 

He  knew  what  bad  men  he  had  to  deal  with,  and  instead 
of  trying  to  drive  them  out  when  their  money  was  used 
up  and  arousing  their  rage,  he  took  the  best  methods  to 
keep  their  good  will. 

“You’re  a  white  man  if  yet  are  a  greaser!”  announced 
Yank,  as  he  banged  the  table  with  his  fist. 

“I’m  poor,  but  I’m  a  gentleman.” 

“Then  yer  kin  bet  yer  boots  we  ain't  a-goin’  ter  im¬ 
pose  on  yer.  Thar’s  a  mean  cuss  up  ther  street  wot  I’ve 
got  a  grudge  agin  fer  chuckin’  me  out  ther  last  time  I  was 
here.  We’ll  go  down  thar  an’  clean  out  his  place,  eh,  boys  ?” 

A  yell  of  delight  from  the  rest  greeted  this  suggestion. 

They  drank  with  the  cafe  keeper  and  rushed  out,  got 
on  their  horses  and  went  galloping  down  the  street,  shoot¬ 
ing  their  pistols  in  the  air  and  yelling  wildly  to  let  people 
know  they  were  coming. 

Every  one  got  under  cover. 

They  knew  what  a  dangerous  thing  it  was  to  get  in 
the  way  of  a  gang  of  drunken  cowboys  who  were  doing 
a  town  along  the  border. 

Up  to  the  marked  saloon  dashed  the  gang,  and  Yank 
rode  his  horse  into  thqf  room  and  yelled  at  the  owner : 

“We’ve  come  ter  clean  yer  out,  Joaquin !” 

“You’ll  take  this  from  me  before  you  begin,  then!” 
shouted  the  ugly  Mexican,  aiming  a  shotgun  at  the  gang. 
“If  I’m  to  be  ruined  I’ll  have  my  revenge  before  you 
begin !” 

And  bang!  bang!  went  both  barrels  of  the  gun,  and  a 
double  charge  of  birdshot  flew  among  the  gang. 

Some  struck  the  horses. 

The  beasts  pranced  around  wildly,  smashing  the  furni¬ 
ture  ;  the  cowboys  yelled  and  swore  and  a  volley  of  pistol 
shots  pealed  out  that  riddled  the  bar  fixtures  and  smashed 
the  bottles. 

In  a  moment  a  wild  scene  was  enacted.  * 

The  lights  were  smashed. 

In  the  gloom  the  maddened  gang  smashed  everything 
in  reach,  and  when  they  had  wrecked  the  place  they  rode 
out  and  went  tearing  down  the  street. 

Every  one  was  relieved  when  they  left  the  town. 

The  Bradys  gleaned  enough  from  their  conversation  to 
know  that  they  were  going  off  on  the  trail  to  camp,  as  they 
justly  concluded  that  they  made  the  town  too  hot  to  hold 
them. 

Every  one  of  the  rascals  realized  that  once  the  Mexicans 
caught  them  helplessly  drunk  or  fast  asleep  they  would 
run  them  into  a  jail  from  whence  there  would  be  no  escape 
for  a  long  time. 

“They  won't  do  anything  to-night,”  laughed  Old  King 
Brady,  as  he  and  Harry  returned  to  the  bodega.  “We 
can  retire.” 

And  to  bed  they  went. 


They  were  up  early  the  next  morning,  a,nd  having  paid 
their  bill  and  left,  they  rode  to  the  telegraph  office. 

From  here  they  communicated  with  Saltillo. 

They  quickly  learned  that  John  Anderson  had  registered 
his  claim  and  obtained  a  grant  from  the  Government  to 
work  the  mine. 

The  detectives  had  the  claim  transferred  to  Emily  An¬ 
derson’s  name  and  then  left  the  town  to  find  out  what 
became  of  the  cowboys  they  were  contending  with. 

Quickly  striking  the  trail  of  the  villains  the  Bradys  fol¬ 
lowed  it  with  the  accuracy  of  Indians. 

In  times  gone  by  they  had  some  experience  at  this  sort 
of  work,  and  it  was  therefore  no  hardship  to  them. 

The  day  passed  and  night  fell. 

All  this  while  they  had  been  trailing  the  cowboys,  and 
the  ugly  conviction  forced  itself  upon  their  minds  that 
the  villains  were  pushing  on  in  the  direction  of  the  mine. 

As  the  detectives  rode  along,  side  by  side,  in  the  fast¬ 
gathering  twilight,  Old  King  Brady  said  to  the  boy : 

“It  looks  to  me  as  if  they  had  camped  over  night  after 
their  drunken  raid  on  the  town.  But  they  must  have 
risen  early  in  the  morning  and  gone  right  ahead.” 

“Can  it  be  possible  that  Troy  has  relented,  after  all, 
and  taken  the  gang  in  good  faith?”  asked  the  boy. 

“No,  I  doubt  that,”  Old  King  Brady  answered,  shaking 
his  head.  “He  is  top  avaricious.  He  is  probably  leading 
them  on  in  hopes  of  dropping  them  somewhere  along  the 
road.  He  will  never  consent  to  be  satisfied  with  a  small 
interest  in  that  mine  when  he  thinks  he  is  entitled  to  the 
whole  thing.” 

“I  don’t  see  how  he  is  going  to  get  i$d  of  them.” 

“You  may  find  out  before  you  expect  it,”  said  Old 
King  Brady.  “He  is  a  deep  scoundrel,  and  I  would  not 
trust  him  anv  further  than  I  could  see  him.” 

“Well,”  said  Harry,  reflectively,  “I  hope  we  can  get 
him  alone  so  we  can  put  him  under  arrest.” 


a  CHAPTER  XIV. 


THE  MOUNTAIN  OF  FIRE. 


“Halt,  or  we’ll  fire !” 

As  this  stern  command  rang  out  from  the  btishes  bor¬ 
dering  each  side  of  the  trail  on  the  margin  of  a  wood,  the 
Bradys  reined  in. 

It  was  then  near  midnight,  and  the  moon  burst  from 
behind  the  clouds. 


Glancing  around,  the  detectives  saw  a  number  of  gleam¬ 
ing  rifle  barrels  protruding  from  behind  the  huge  cactus 
plants  on  each  side. 


“Hello  !"  Old  King  Brady  sung  out.  “Who  is  that?” 
“Say,  rather,  who  are  you?” 

“We  are  a  couple  of  New  Yorkers,  called  the  Bradys.” 


“Good  Lord!  So  you  arc.  Come  out,  boys;  it  isn't  Yank 
Troy,  Jack  and  Bill  as  we  suspected.” 

And  to  the  detectives'  astonishment  about  eighteen  cow¬ 
boys,  who  had  been  in  Troy's  party,  emerged. 
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They  were  the  men  the  Bradys  had  sent  off  on  the  trail 
of  the  fugitives,  and  Old  King  Brady  eyed  them  sus¬ 
piciously  and  asked : 

“Where's  Trov?” 

* 

“Oh,  we  came  up  with  him  and  joined  forces  with  him. 
He  promised  to  show  us  the  lost  gold  mine.  We’ve  been 
with  him  up  to  two  hours  ago.  Suddenly,  as  we  were  going 
along  the  hank  of  the  Rio  Grande,  he  and  his  pals  van¬ 
ished.’' 

v  “Gave  you  the  slip  again,  eh?” 

“Yes.  We  hunted  all  over  to  find  their  trail,  but  failed. 
Hearing  you  coming  we  secreted  ourselves  and  challenged 

you.” 

“That’s  why  you  halted  us?”  N 

“It  is.  And  how  do  you  happen/to  be  here?” 

“Oh.  we  came  on  after  you  from  the  Big  Bison  ranch. 
Did  you  tell  Yank  how  we  escaped  from  the  cave?” 

“No.  It  was  not  necessary.” 

“I’m  glad  to  hear  it.  He  will  be  quite  surprised  to  see 
us  at  liberty  again  if  we  should  meet  him.” 

“Yes,  indeed.  But  why  are  you  trailing  him?” 

“To  arrest  the  villain.” 

“Well,  we  hope  you  will.  We  are  dead  sore  on  him  now 
for  the  shabby  way  he  has  treated  us.  Once  we  formed 
a  gang  of  which  he  was  the  leader.  Since  we  found  out 
how'  crooked  he  was  to  us,  we’ve  disbanded.” 

“I’m  glad  to  hear  it  as  he  had  a  bad  name.” 

“Where  are  you  going  now?” 

“We  may  try  to  find  his  trail  and  follow  it.” 

“You  won’t  succeed  alone.  Why  don’t  you  join  our 
party?” 

“We,  prefer  to  be  by  ourselves.” 

“Do  you  knew  where  the  mine  is  located?” 

“  Well,  we  had  one-half  of  the  stone  tablet  and  Yank 
had  the  other  half.  He  stole  our  half  and  when  he  gets 
the  stone  translated  he  will  have  the  secret,”  evasively 
answered  Old  King  Brady.  “You  can  draw  your  inference 
from  that.” 

“  So  that’s  the  way  the  case  stands  ?” 

“It  is.” 

“Yank  has  the  secret,  then?” 

“Of  course.  Or,  at  least,  he  will  when  he  puts  the  two 
pieces  of  stone  together  and  gets  some  native  to  translate 
it.  He  means  to  do  that  and  jump  the  claim  of  John 
Anderson,  cheat  Emily,  the  dead  man’s  daughter,  out  of 
her  heritage  and  make  himself  rich.” 

“He  won’t  get  anything  if  we  meet  him.” 

The  detectives  finally 'parted  with  the  cowboys. 

They  rode  to  the  river  and  lost  their  trail  there  so  the 
cowboys  would  not  know  which  way  to  go  to  follow  them. 

Then  they  struck  out  for  the  northwest,  heading  for 
the  Burro  Mountains  in  order  to  reach  Mosquito  peak 
ahead  of  Yank  Troy  and  his  two  pals. 

When  the  detectives  were  perfectly  sure  that  the  cowboys 
could  not  find  their  trail,  they  reined  in,  alighted  and 
camped  for  the  night. 

“Yank  and  his  pals  can’t  ride  all  day  and  all  night,” 
argued  Old  King  Brady,  when  they  had  partaken  of  some 


of  the  food  they  carried  with  them.  “They  will  have  to 
rest,  too,  so  they  will  not  be  gaining  on  us  any,  Harry.” 

“I  quite  agree  with  your  idea,”  the  boy  answered,  “and 
we  will  be  pretty  safe  if  we  head  directly  toward  the 
volcanic  mountain.  That’s  their  destination.  We  are  sure 
to  find  them  there.  There  will  be  three  against  us  two. 
But  we  ought  to  be  able  to  cope  with  them  easily.” 

“They  certainly  can’t  do  anything  with  the  mine,  even 
if  they  reach  it  ahead  of  us,”  replied  the  old  detective. 
“It’s  lucky  we  made  a  breach  between  Yank  and  his  pals. 
That  reduced  the  force  we  have  to  contend  against  to  three 


men  instead  of  twenty.  Our  chances  of  arresting  the  mur¬ 
derer  are  thus  increased.” 

They  finally  took  down  the  blankets  from  their  saddles, 
tethered  their  horses  and  fell  fast  asleep. 

On  the  following  morning,  after  a  hasty  breakfast,  they 
remounted  and  rode  rapidly  away. 

Toward  noon  they  caught  view  of  the  mountains  they 
were  searching  for,  and  headed  westward. 

It  was  late  in  the  afternoon  when  they  crossed  the  Valley 
at  the  foot  of  Mosquito  Mountain. 

The  peak  stood  all  alone  in  the  midst  of  the  plain,  and 
a  tiny  streak  of  smoke  was  curling  up  from  its  cone. 

The  rocky  and  tree-grown  mountain  was  evidently  a 
volcano,  for  they  detected  beds  of  lava  about  the  valley, 
thrown  out  by  former  eruptions. 

Heading  for  the  northern  side  they  finally  mounted  a 
hillock  and  took  a  survey  of  the  scene. 

The  shadows  of  twilight  had  fallen,  and  as  the  Bradys 
bent  a  keen,  searching  gaze  upon  the  great  peak,  Harry 
cried,  excitedly :  < 

“I  see  it!  I  see  it!  There  it  is!” 

“What  are  you  alluding  to?”  asked  his  companion. 

“The  great  stone  cross  mentioned  in  the  tablet.” 

“Do  'vou  see  it?” 


“Yes.” 

“Where?” 

“See,  where  I’m  pointing.” 

Old  King  Brady  looked  long  and  earnestly. 

Pretty  soon  he  discerned  a  rocky  eminence  low  down  on, 
the  side  of  the  mountain  above  a  large  natural  plateau. 

Rising  from  this  -eminence  was  a  mass  of  stone  which 
took  the  form  of  an  enormous,  ponderous  cross. 

It  was  purely  a  natural  freak,  but  it  was  so  perfect  that 
one  might  have  thought  it  was  carved  by  the  hand  of  man. 

A  smile  broke  over  Old  King  Brady’s  face. 

He  took  a  chew  of  tobacco,  and  said: 

“Well,  that’s  good  evidence  that  the  tablet  told 
truth.” 

“I'm  convinced  it  is  no  fake,”  replied  Harry. 

“To/tell  you  the  truth,”  said  the  old  detective,  “I 
some  doubts  about  the  stone  being  genuine  myself. 


the 


had 

But 


I’m  now  satisfied  that  it’s  all  right. 


There’s  the  strongest 


kind  of  evidence.” 

“The  treasure  must  lie  in  the  cavern  under  that  cross.” 
“We  shall  soon  find  out.” 

“Going  right  ahead  now?  It’s  getting  dark.” 

“We  must  not  stop  until  we  reach  the  cave.” 
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‘‘I  wonder  if  Yank  and  his  pals  are  there  yet?” 

“We  shall  know  inside  of  an  hour.” 

They  rode  away. 

In  due  lime  they  reached  the  plateau  below  the  big 
cross,  and  proceeded  with  great  caution,  as  it  occurred  to 
them  that  Yank  and  his  men  might  have  reached  the  place 
in  advance  of  them. 

They  saw  no  sign  of  any  one  about,  however. 

Within  a  short  time  they  found  a  cavernous  opening  in 
the  face  of  the  rocks,  and,  dismounting,  they  lit  their 
lanterns. 

Leading  their  horses,  they  passed  inside. 

Five  yards  ahead  they  found  themselves  in  a  huge  cavern 
and  a  quick  examination  showed  them  it  was  empty. 

In  the  middle  of  the  floor  was  a  mound  of  stone  upon 

which  a  wooden  sign  was  erected,  bearing  these  words : 

* 

* 

“This  claim  is  the  property  of  John  Anderson.” 

Pointing  at  the  mound,  the  old  detective  exclaimed : 

“There’s  where  the  two  hundred  baskets  of  virgin  gold 
ore  lies  buried,  which  Guatemozin’s  slaves  carried  here.” 

“And  that  sign,”  added  Harry,  “shows  plainly  enough 
that  John  Anderson  really  has  been  here  to  verify  his 
claim.” 

“What’s  that  passage  yonder?” 

“Let  us  explore  it  and  find  out.” 

They  passed  around  the  mound  to  an  opening  in  the 
wall  at  the  rear  and  led  their  horses  through. 

It  carried  them  into  an  adjoining  cavern  of  smaller 
dimensions,  and  as  they  paused,  Old  King  Brady  exclaimed : 

“Hark!  What’s  that?” 

They  listened  intently  and  heard  human  voices  in  the 
other  cavern  laughing  heartily,  and  then  Troy’s  tones 
shouting : 

“Yes,  by  thunder,  this  is  ther  lost  gold  mine,  boys,  and 
we  have  got  it  in  spite  of  the  Bradys  and  the  cowboys !” 

“Oh,  have  you  !”  chuckled  the  old  detective,  softly. 

And  1  tarry  smiled. 


CHAPTER  XV. 


“Fool!  Wot  good  is  that  sign  a-goin’  ter  do  him.” 

“This  must  be  ther  gold  mine,”, said  Jack. 

“Of  course  it  is,”  Bill  declared.  “Ther  gold  they  hid 
here  must  be  under  that  heap  of  stones.  Our  first  care 
must  be  ter  move  it  to  some  other  hidin’  place,  so  that 
in  case  we  can’t  jump  the  claim  we’ll  git  a  fortune  out  of 
it,  anyway.” 

“That  ain’t  a  bad  idee,”  said  Yank;  “but  I'll  be  blowed 
if  1  kin  see  wot’s  ter  hinder  us  from  jumpin’  ther  claim, 
and  sellin’  out  ter  some  syndicate  when  we  locate  ther 
vein.” 

“Yer  ferget  them  cowboys - ”  began  Jack. 

“Humbug!”  gruffly  interposed  Yank.  “By  ridin’  our 
nags  in  ther  bed  o’  ther  river  wVve  throwed  ’em  offen  on'r 
trail,  so’s  they  can’t  folly  us  no  more.” 

“An’  them  Bradys - ”  said  Bill. 

“Must  be  dead  by  this  time,  or  blamed  near  it,”  said 
Yank,  with  an  oath.  “Nobody’d  think  o’  lookin’  fer  ’em 
in  ther  leetle  cave  out  on  ther  ranch.  Thev’re  done  fer. 
They’re  strickly  out  o’  ther  question,  mark  what  I  tell 
yer.  I’m  only  sorry  now  as  I  didn’t  shoot  ’em  an’  done  with 
it,  cause  jest  as  long  as  they’re  on  airth  they’ll  be  nosin’ 
around  after  me  for  droppin’  old  Anderson  up  in  New 
York,  if  by  chance  they  should  escape  alive  from  the  leetle 
cave.” 

“Why  didn’t  yer?”  ' 

“Only  one  thing  prevented  me.” 

“An’  that  was?” 

“I  feared  ther  pistol  shots  would  be  heerd  by  ther  gang, 
an’  I  didn’twant  no  one  ter  git  ther  bulge  on  me  fer  murder 
afore  we  got  out  on  this  trip.  That’s  all  what  held  me 
back.” 

“Well,  it’s  no  use  regrettin’  now.” 

“No.  We’ve, got  a  big  contrack  on  our  hands,  boys,  an’ 
if  we  works  hard,  sticks  together,  an’  acts  fair  an’  square, 
tharis  no  reason  why  each  one  of  us  shouldn’t  have  a  big 
stake  ter  divvy.” 

“I’ll  do  my  share,”  said  Bill. 

“An'  so  will  I,”  Jack  added. 

“Waal,  I  knows  as  I  ldn  depend  on  ther  two  o’  yers,” 
said  lank,  quietly,  “an’  I  can't  ask  no  more.  It’s  ter  our 
mutual  interest  ter  hang  tergether  now.  Fer  ter-night  we 

can  t  do  nutliin  but  turn  in.  Ter-morrer,  we  must  git  ter 
work.” 


BETRAYED  BY  A  HORSE. 

“Harry,  they  were  pretty  close  at  our  heels.” 

“There’s  a  big  surprise  in  store  for  them,  Old  King 
Brady.” 

“Imagine  they've  got  the  whole  thing  to  themselves.” 

“No  doubt.  Listen!  What  are  they  saying?” 

They  crouched  close  to  the  entrance  leading  to  the  cav¬ 
ern. 

Yank  and  his  two  friends  had  gathered  some  wood,  and 
had  built  a  big  fire  in  the  cavern. 

A  dim.  ruddy  glow  showed  them  theirsurroundings plain¬ 
ly,  and  they  laughed  when  they  read  Anderson’s  sign,  and 
Yank  said: 


All  right,”  said  Jack.  “Will  I  bring  in  ther  mus¬ 
tangs?” 

Sure,  There  s  plenty  room  in  yere  fer  ’em,  an’,  ’sides 
that,  they  will  he  out  o'  sight  if  anyone  might  be  snoop¬ 
in’  aroun’.” 


Jack  led  the  animals  in. 

hen  all  were  within  the  cavern,  Bill's  horse  neighed. 

1  here  was  a  moment's  interval  of  silence. ' 

Then,  to  the  horror  and  disgust  of  the  Bradys,  who 
" anted  to  catch  the  villains  while  asleep,  Harry's  horse 

ga\e  an  answering  neigh,  which  sounded  loudly  through 
the  cave. 


ii 
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V  hat’s  that?”  gasped 
Sounded  like  a  horse. 


^  ank,  in  startled  tones. 
Jack  answered. 
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“Dead  give  away,  Harry, ”  whispered  Old  King  Brady, 
in  low  tones.  “By  Jove!  They  will  soon  discover  our 
presence  here  now,  and  we  are  going  to  have  a  fight  on  our 
hands,  as  sure  as  fate.” 

“How  unfortunate.  If  the  confounded  brutes  had  kept 
still  until  the  three  turned  in  for  the  night  we  might  have 
crept  out  and  bound  them  while  they  were  fast  asleep.” 
“Never  mind.  Make  the  best  of  it.” 

“Draw  your  gun!  They’ll  be  here  in  a  moment.” 

The  cowboys  had  become  nervous  and  suspicious. 

The  detectives  observed  that  they  had  their  hands  on 
the  handles  of  their  revolvers,  and  were  whispering  and 
glaring  around  the  cave. 

Finally  Yank  said  in  low  tones: 

“It’s  no  use  talkin’,  thar’s  others  in  yere  ’sides  our¬ 
selves.” 

“Where  kin  they  be,  then?”  demanded  Jack,  uneasily. 
“Blamed  if  I  know.  But  that  was  ther  whinner  of  a 
horse,  an’  yer  kin  bet  ver  life  it  was  in  the  cave  some- 
wheres.” 

“See  what’s  in  that  openin’  in  ther  wall,”  suggested  Bill, 
pointing  at  the  passage  where  the  detectives  were  hidden. 
The  three  desperadoes  strode  toward  the  opening. 
“'Look  out  now!”  muttered  Old  King  Brady,  warningly. 
“What  are  you  going  to  do  with  them?” 

“Hold  them  up.” 

“They  can’t  see  us  in  the  gloom  here.” 

“'No;  but  we  can  flash  our  lanterns  on  them.” 

On  came  the  three,  and  they  entered  the  passage. 
Stumbling  along,  growling  and  swearing,  they  finally  en¬ 
tered  the  smaller  cavern,  and  Yank  lit  a  match. 

As  the  light  flared  up,  the  Bradys  flashed  their  lanterns 
in  the  faces  of  the  three,  wringing  cries  of  surprise  from 
them. 

“Hands  up!”  roared  Old  King  Brady. 

They  had  seen  the  detectives’  revolvers  aimed  at  their 
heads,  and  Bill  and  Jack  were  suddenly  overwhelmed  with 
fear,  and  dropping  their  pistols  flung  up  their  hands. 

Yank  was  not  so  cowardly. 

He  fired  one  shot  and  bolted. 

The  bullet  flew  past  Old  King  Brady’s  ear. 

Neither  of  the  detectives  lost  their  presence  of  mind. 
Seeing  that  they  had.  Jack  and  Bill  at  their  mercy,  they 
let  Yank  escape,  and  Harry  cried  to  the  other  two: 

“If  you  move  we’ll  fire.” 

“We  give.s  in,  boss!”  gasped  Bill,  tremulously. 

“I  ain’t  a-kickin’,”  Jack  added,  hastily. 

“Harry?” 

“Well?” 

“Handcuff  them  together.” 

“All  right,  Old  King  Brady.” 

“What?”  yelled  Jack,  in  amazement.  “Is  it  Brady?” 
“Yes,”  replied  the  old  detective,  grimly. 

“Good  Lori!  Then  yer  escaped  from  the  leetle  cave?” 
“We  did,”  the  officer  replied.  , 

“Oh!”  groaned  Jack,  dismally.  “This  is  the  end  of  us.” 
Marry  drew  a  pair  of  handcuffs  from  his  pocket,  and 
linked  the  two  rneri  together  by  their  right  wrists. 


Placing  them  back  to  back,  he  next  took  Old  King 
Brady’s  handcuffs  and  fastened  Bill’s  right  to  Jack’s  ankle. 

Secured  in  this  manner  i-t  was  utterly  impossible  for  the 
two  villains  to  make  their  escape. 

Laying  them  on  the  floor,  the  detectives  next  ran  out  into 
the  big  cavern  and  searched  it  for  Yank. 

But  Troy  and  his  horse  were  gone. 

The  villain  had  fled,  leaving  his  pals  to  their  fate  in  or¬ 
der  to  save  himself. 

Satisfied  of  this,  the  detectives  returned  to  the  interior 
of  the  cave. 

“He  won’t  go  far  away,”  laughed  Old  King  Brady.  “He 
is  bound  to  linger  around  here  for  a  chance  to  get  the  best 
of  us,  and  is  sure  to  make  his  appearance  sooner  or  later." 

“Are  you  sure  of  that?” 

“Yes.  The  gold  in  the  cave  is  a  magnet  he  can’t  resist.” 

“Then  I’ll  tell  you  a  plan  we  might  play  on  him  to  lure 
him  into  our  hands,”  said  the  young  detective. 

“What  is  it?” 

“Swap  clothing  with  our  two  prisoners  and  send  them 
out  somewhere.  If  Yank  sees  them  he  will  think  it  is  us 
going  away,  and  he  may  sneak  into  the  cave  and  fall  right 
into  our  hands.” 

“To  do  that  we’d  have  to  cut  off  the  long  hair  and  mus¬ 
taches  of  the  prisoners,”  laughed  Old  King  Brady. 

“Well,  that’s  easily  done.  I’ve  got  a  pair  of  scissors.”  • 

“We’ll  try  that  game  to-morrow,  Harry.  Meantime  it 
won’t  be  safe  for  both  of  us  to  sleep.  We  must  take  turns 
mounting  guard  when  we  turn  in.” 

“I’m  satisfied,  as  I  don’t  wish  to  wake  up  and  find  my¬ 
self  at  the  mercy  of  that  villain.  Are  you  going  to  do  any¬ 
thing  with  the  buried  gold,  or  the  mine  itself?” 

“We  will  merely  amuse  ourselves  while  here  verifying 
the  assertion  of  the  tablet  by  seeing  if  there  really  is  gold 
under  the  mound,  and  by  finding  the  vein  it  came  from 
originally.” 

“That  ought  to  be  an  easy  matter.” 

“I  hope  so.  When  we  get  Yank  Troy  in  our  hands  there 
will  be  absolutely  nothing  to  keep  us  in  this  region.  Our 
course  will  then  be  to  take  him  north  with  us  and  see  that 
he  is  punished  for  the  murder  of  John  Anderson.” 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

THE  LOST  GOLD  MINE. 

A  broad  shaft  of  daylight  slanting  down  on  Old  King 
Brady’s  face  from  a  large  aperture  in  the  roof  of  the  small 
cave  awoke  the  detective  the  next  mpming. 

He  was  alone,  Harry  being  on  guard  outside  at  the  en¬ 
trance. 

The  interior  of  the  cavern  was  lighted  so  well  that  every¬ 
thing  could  be  plainly  distinguished,  and  the  detective 
glanced  around  curiously. 

He  saw  that  the  cave  had  been  excavated  by  human 
1  hands. 
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Walking  over  to  the  walls,  he  convinced  himself  of  this 
fact,  and  as  he  glanced  down  at  the  roughly  hewn  floor,  he 
beheld  several  implements. 

He  picked  them  up,  one  by  one,  and  carefully  examined 
them. 

One  was  a  heavy  stone  sledge,  with  a  wooden  handle; 
another  was  a  huge  wedge  made  of  tempered  copper,  the 
secreta  of  which  was  well  known  to  the  ancients,  and  the 
third  was  the  blade  of  a  rude  spade  of  the  same  metal. 

“  Relics  of  the  tools  with  which  the  Aztecs  mined  this 
place, ”  mused  the  old  detective,  as  he  dropped  them  to  the 
floor  again. 

Just  then  his  glance  fell  upon  a  string,  a  piece  of  crum¬ 
pled  wrapping  paper,  and  a  modern  hammer  and  chisel 
lying  on  a  rocky  shelf. 

‘•‘Evidence  that  white  men  have  recently  been  here,” 
thought  Old  King  Brady,  as  he  took  them  down  and  looked 
them  over. 

He  smoothed  out  the  paper. 

On  it  was  a  printed  paster  bearing  the  printed  name  and 
address  of  a  hardware  dealer  of  San  Antonio,  and  upon  the 
blank  space  below  was  written  the  name,  “John  Anderson, 
Texas  Hotel,  City.” 

A  smile  crossed  the  detective’s  features,  and  he  mut¬ 
tered: 

“Left  here  by  Anderson.  With  these  he  verified  the  ex¬ 
istence  of  the  mine.  I  wonder  where  he  located  the  vein?” 

With  his  curiosity  excited,  Old  King  Brady  peered 
around,  and  at  the  further  end  of  the  cavern  he  saw  a 
recess  in  the  wall.  t 

Going  over  to  the  opening  he  observed  a  number  of 
chisel  marks  in  the  quartz  stone,  and  made  a  keen  inspec¬ 
tion  of  them. 

Here  he  found  the  vein  from  which  the  Aztecs  had  mined 
the  rich  ore  with  which  they  had  enriched  their  treasury. 

Chipping  off  a  good-sized  piece  of  the  quartz,  Old  King 
Brady  was  astonished  to  see  the  enormous  quantity  of  gold 
it  bore. 

“It  will  run  ten  thousand  dollars  to  the  ton,”  he  ex¬ 
claimed  in  amazement.  “I  never  before  heard  of  such  a 
rich  lead,  as  this.  Emilv  Anderson  will  be  worth  millions. 
It’s  no  wonder  the  Montezumas  made  such  a  lavish  display 
of  treasure.  This  is  the  most  wonderful  mine  in  the 
world.” 

He  called  Harry  in  and  showed  him  what  he  had  found. 

The  boy  was  justly  astonished. 

“It’s  worth  millions!”  he  exclaimed. 

“If  Yank  Troy  heard  what  an  extraordinary  claim  this 
is  from  the  lips  of  John  Anderson  it’s  little  wonder  that  his 
cupidity  was  aroused.  We  must  now  see  what  lies  under 
the  mound  in  the  other  cavern.  There  are  tools  enough 

O 

here  to  investigate.” 

“After  breakfast,”  replied  the  boy.  “I’ve  got  it  ready.” 

Thev  then  went  into  the  other  cave. 

When  they  had  washed  at  a  nearby  spring,  and  had  eaten 
the  food  and  drank  the  coffee  Harry  prepared  over  a  camp 
fire,  they  gave  the  two  prisoners  something  to  eat,  and 


turned  out  the  horses  to  browse  on  the  luxuriant  gras^ 
carpeting  the  big  plateau. 

Having  secured  the  Aztec  tools,  they  were  about  to  ex¬ 
cavate  the  mound  when  Harry  observed  an  opening  in  it 
among  the  stones. 

“See  there!”  he  exclaimed,  pointing  at  it.  “We  shall  be 
spared  the  work  of  digging  into  the  mound.  It  has  already 
been  done  bv  Anderson.” 

“Sure  enough.” 

“I’ll  crawl  into  the  opening  and  see  what’s  there.” 

The  boy  lit  his  lantern,  went  down  on  his  hands  and 
knees,  and  a  moment  afterward  he  disappeared  in  the  open¬ 
ing. 

He  was  not  gone  long. 

When  he  emerged  he  had  a  smile  on  his  face,  and  said: 

“It’s  all  right.  I  found  one  of  the  old  Aztec  baskets 
filled  with  gold  down  in  that  hole.  As  the  basket  has  been 
kept  from  the  air  by  being  covered  up  by  the  earth  and 
stone  all  this  time  it  has  not  fallen  to  decay.” 

“Well,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “everything  in  relation  to 
this  case  has  now  been  proven.  Let  us  now  see  what  we 
can  do  about  Yank.” 

They  secreted  themselves  out  near  the  entrance  to  the 
cavern,  and  kept  a  keen  watch  all  day  long  for  some  sign 
of  Troy. 

Late  in  the  afternoon  Harry  was  on  guard,  and  had  fal¬ 
len  into  a  deep  reverie,  when  his  attention  was  attracted  to¬ 
ward  some  rocks  and  bushes  at  the  western  end  of  the 
plateau. 

He  saw  a  movement  going  on  there. 

A  keener  scrutiny  showed  him  that  it  was  made  by  a 
man  who  was  concealed  behind  a  mass  of  shrubbery. 

The  boy  quickly  observed  that  he  was  l^ank  Troy. 

The  villain  was  watching  the  cavern. 

Stealing  inside,  Harry  notified  Old  Iving  Brady. 

“The  time  has  come  for  us  to  act,”  said  the  old  de¬ 
tective. 

“What  are  we  going  to  do?” 

“It  is  necessary  to  sacrifice  our  two  prisoners.” 

“I’m  satisfied,  if  it  will  put  Y^ank  in  our  custody.” 

“Well,  it  ought  to.  We  can  but  try,  anyway.” 

“Have  you  cut  off  their  hair  and  mustaches?” 

“lres,  and,  as  you  can  see,  I’ve  swapped  clothes  with  Bill. 

“I’ll  do  the  same  with  Jack.” 

And  the  boy  carried  out  his  project  as  rapidly  as  pos¬ 
sible. 

When  he  had  finished,  Old  King  Brady  said  to  the  pris¬ 
oners: 

“How  would  you  fellows  like  to  have  }Tour  liberty?” 

“First  rate,  boss.” 

“Will  you  let  us  go?” 

“Yes,  under  one  condition.” 

“Name  it.” 

“ That  you  clear  ouLof  here  as  fast  ns  possible.” 

“You  can  bet  we  will.” 

“Just  try  us.”  j 

“Well,  you  can  go;  but  you  must  follow  our  onlen;.” 

“AH  right.  We'll  do  exactly  as  you  saw” 
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“Then  mount  your  horses  and  ride  out  of  here  fast,  turn 

to  i lie  east,  and  ride  like  fury.  If  you  ain't  out  of  sight  in 

* 

two  minutes  after  you  leave  the  cave  we  are  going  to  hurry 
vou  along  with  a  bullet.” 

The  two  cowboys  were  puzzled.  . 

Neither  of  them  could  understand  why  the  detectives  ex¬ 
changed  clothes  with  them  and  gave  them  such  peculiar  di¬ 
rections. 

But  they  were  so  glad  to  regain  their  liberty  that  neither 
one  questioned  the  detectives’  motives,  but  mounted  the 
horses  at  once. 

In  a  moment  more  they  were  dashing  out  of  the  cave. 

Away  they  sped  to  the  eastward  the  moment  they  reached 
the  outer  air,  and  as  the  detectives  watched  them  they 
could  not  help  seeing  how  much  the  villains  resembled 
them  in  that  clothing. 

“If  Yank  sees  them  he’s  bound  to  be  deceived  into  the 
belief  that  they  are  we  two,”  said  Old  King  Brady  in  tones 
of  conviction. 

“Well,  lie’s  watching  them  now,”  replied  Harry,  as  he 
peered  out  the  cavern  entrance.  “See  him!” 

Old  King  Brady  looked. 

He  saw  Yank  had  stepped  from  his  covert. 

The  villain  was  eagerly  eyeing  the  departing  horsemen 
who.  were  going  off  in  a  direction  opposite  that  where  he 
stood. 

In  a  few  moments  Jack  and  Bill  vanished  from  the 
plateau. 

Yank  ran  to  the  edge  of  the  table  land. 

From  there  he  could  peer  down  the  mountain  side 
through  the  shrubbery  at  the  riders  dashing  along  below. 

He  saw  the  pair  plainly  enough,  but  could  not  distin¬ 
guish  their  features  at  such  a  distance. 

The  horses  he  knew  belonged  to  his  pals,  but  he  was  cer¬ 
tain  the  detectives  rode  them. 

It  puzzled  him  to  account  for  the  officers  departing  on 
the  mustangs,  and  he  was  a  little  suspicious  until  the 
Bradys  showed  themselves  for  a  few  moments  at  the  mouth 
of  the  cavern. 

He  only  caught  a  momentary  view. 

But  the  cowboy  costumes  convinced  him  that  they  were 
his  friends,  and  he  gave  utterance  to  a  whistle  by  way  of 
signal. 

They  dared  not  answer,  for  fear  of  making  an  error. 

“Don’t  mind,  though,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “He  sees 
what  he  imagines  are  his  friends  at  liberty.  He  will  soon 
overcome  his  prudence  and  venture  in  here  to  find  out  what 
has  happened.  Then  we  can  pounce  on  him  and  make  him 
a  prisoner.” 

“I’ll  watch  him,”  replied  Harry. 

The  boy  saw  Yank  dodge  behind  the  bushes  and  peer 

out. 

He  watched  the  cave  a  while  longer,  and  finally  boldly 
made  his  way  to  the  open  ground,  and  slowly  approached. 

He  was  leading  his  horse  by  the  bridle. 

On  he  carne,  cautiously  but  swiftly. 

He  was  warily  watching  to  see  if  any  danger  threatened 
him,  and  a-  nothing  occurred  he  momentarily  grew  bolder. 


In  a  few  moments  he  reached  the  cave  and  paused  at  the 
entrance. 

“Hello  there,  boys!”  he  called,  softly. 

“Come  in,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  with  a  chuckle. 

The  man  recognized  his  voice,  and  swore  roundly  as  the 
old  detective  sprang  in  front  of  him. 

“Duped!”  he  yelled,  recoiling. 

“Yes.  You  are  my  prisoner,  Yank.” 

And  the  detective  aimed  a  revolver  at  his  head,  and  the 
villain  turned  pale  and  gasped: 

“Don’t  shoot!  Don’t  shoot!” 

“Will  you  surrender  peacefully?” 

“Yes!”  gasped  Troy,  quickly. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

V  9 

ESCAPE  OP  THE  PRISONER. 


Yank  had  been  taken  completely  by  surprise,  and  he 
stood  trembling  with  his  hands  raised  above  his  head,  fur¬ 
tively  eyeing  the  detectives. 

“Harry,  put  the  ruffles  on  him.” 

“Yes,  Old  King  Brady.” 

“Troy,  if  you  resist,  you’re  a  dead  man.” 

* 

“I  ain’t  a-goin’  ter,  ole  feller.” 

The  boy  handcuffed  and  disarmed  the  villain. 

When  this  was  done,  Troy  asked  him: 

“Say,  how  did  yer  fool  me  that  way?  I  could  a-swom  I 
seen  youse  both  a-ridin’  away  from  yere  on  Jack  an’  Bill’s 
mustangs.” 

“Look  at  our  costumes.  They  explain  the  game,  don’t 
they?” 
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“Yer  must  a-swapped  clothes  with  my  pals.” 

“Exactly  so.” 

“An’  it  was  them  wot  rode  off?” 

“Certainly.” 

:By  gosh!  It  fooled  me  fine.” 

: That’s  proven  by  your  being  here.” 

“Well,  well,  well!  I’m  ashamed  o’  myself,  I  am.” 

“You  ought  to  be.  We’ll  have  the  pleasure  now  of  es¬ 
corting  you  back  to  the  scene  of  your  crime,  and  making 
you  stand  trial  for  it.” 

A  gloomy  look  of  fear  crossed  Yank’s  face. 

He  did  not  fancy  the  prospect,  and  said  so. 

The  detectives  had  little  fear  of  Jack  or  Bill  ever  re¬ 
turning  to  the  mine,  and  as  no  one  else  knew  where  it  was 
but  little  danger  was  expected  to  ensue  from  their  being  at 
liberty. 

On  the  following  day  the  detectives  put  Yank  upon  his 
horse,  and  they  all  rode  toward  Eagle  Pass. 

When  they  finally  got  back  to  Texan  territory  and 
reached  the  city  of  San  Antonio  again,  the  cowboy  was  put 
in  jail,  and  the  detectives  telegraphed  to  Emily  Anderson 
to  come  down  and  join  them  there. 

She  answered  that  she  would  do  so  at  once,  as  they  ex< 
plained  that  they  had  captured  her  father’s  murderer 
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found  the  lost  gold  mine,  and  needed  her  to  prove  her 
claim. 

In  a  few  days  she  arrived. 

The  detectives  greeted  her  warmly,  and  Old  King  Brady 
said  as  they  proceeded  toward  their  hotel: 

“We  want  you  to  identify  your  father’s  murderer.” 

“I  can  do  that  easily,”  replied  Emily  in  positive  tones, 
“for  I  had  a  good  view  of  his  face  at  the  time  he  tired  those 
fatal  shots.” 

“We’ve  got  the  man  we  suspect  in  prison.” 

“I'll  go  there  with  you  to  see  him.” 

“Very  well.  We  want  to  be  sure  of  our  man.” 

After  she  had  registered  at  the  hotel  and  had  partaken 
of  her  lunch  they  escorted  her  to  the  jail  and  gained  ad¬ 
mittance. 

The  warden  was  told  what  they  wanted. 

In  a  few  moments  the  villain  was  led  in. 

The  moment  he  saw  Emily,  he  became  greatly  agitated, 
and  bending  a  keen  look  upon  her,  he  demanded  gruffly: 

“Say,  gal,  ain't  I  seen  you  somewhere  afore?” 

“You  have!”  exclaimed  Emily,  fixing  a  sharp  look  at  his 
face. 

“In  New  York?” 

“Yes.” 

“I  thought  so.” 

“On  the  night  of  the  murder.” 

“Ah!  You  was  the  gal  wot  saw  it?” 

“Yes.  I  was  the  witness.” 

“What  in  thunder  are  yer  doin’  down  here?” 

“I’ve  come  to  identify  you.” 

“Then  the  Bradys  sent  fer  yer?” 

“Yes.  I  am  John  Anderson’s  daughter.” 

“Gosh  a’mighty!  An’  you  seen  me  fix  yer  father?” 

“I  did.  And  I’ll  have  my  revenge  now.” 

The  girl  turned  to  Old  King  Brady,  and  pointed  at  Yank. 

“He  is  the  murderer!”  she  exclaimed  tragically. 

“I'm  glad  you’ve  been  able  to  identify  him,  Miss  Ander¬ 
son.’’ 

“There’s  no  mistake  about  the  matter.” 

The  detective  motioned  to  the  warden,  and  said: 

“You  may  lock  him  up  again.” 

The  prisoner  was  returned  to  his  cell. 

Having  left  the  jail,  the  Bradys  brought  Emily  back  to 
her  hotel,  and  in  the  parlor  the  old  detective  said  to  her: 

“As  your  father  is  dead  you  will  have  now  to  prove  your 
claim  on  his  gold  mine  in  order  to  inherit  it.” 

“And  then?” 

“When  you  have  the  mine  in  your  possession  you  can  sell 
it  for  a  large  amount  to  a  syndicate  of  capitalists  whom  we 
have  found  here  eager  to  examine  and  buy  it.” 

On  the  following  day  they  took  her  down  into  Mexico, 
and  having  engaged  a  good  lawyer  for  her,  the  application 
was  made  for  a  change  of  ownership  of  the  claim. 

It  occupied  over  a  week  to  have  the  transfer  made,  and 

•  * 

when  it  was  finally  completed  the  girl  found  herself  in  pos¬ 
session  of  the  legal  documents  that  practically  gave  her  a 
huge  fortune. 

This  done,  they  returned  to  San  Antonio. 

¥ 


Here  the  detectives  invited  a  bid  from  the  mine-buying 
syndicate,  and  an  excursion  to  the  property  was  made. 

The  representatives  of  the  syndicate  were  delighted  with 
the  mine,  and  on  their  return  to  the  city  a  bargain  was 

t 

struck. 

The  mine  was  sold  at  a  high  figure. 

Emily  Anderson  was  enriched. 

The  Bradys  had  secured  a  requisition  for  ^  ank  Troy  on 
the  charge  of  having  murdered  John  Anderson. 

Armed  with  this  warrant,  they  took  him  from  jail. 

Then,  accompanied  by  Emily,  the  detectives  boarded  the 
cars,  and  started  north  with  their  handcuffed  prisoner. 

Troy  had  nothing  to  say  during  the  trip.  He  main¬ 
tained  a  gloomy,  brooding  silence,  and  seemed  to  keep  up  a 
deep  thinking  over  something  all  the  time. 

The  detectives  noticed  it. 

They  did  not  suspect  what  was  passing  in  the  villain’s 
mind,  but  he  was  planning  a  method  to  escape  them. 

Very  little  chance  presented  to  do  anything,  however, 
for  the  Bradys  kept  him  in  plain  view  in  the  seat  ahead  of 
them. 

While  one  slept  at  night,  the  other  watched  the  prisoner. 

On  the  second  night,  however,  the  chance  Troy  was  long¬ 
ing  for  came,  and  he  took  advantage  of  it  like  a  flash. 

The  man  was  desperate. 

He  knew  very  well  that  he  was  doomed. 

Once  he  reached  New  York  and  was  put  in  prison,  he 
realized  that  he  would  have  to  abandon  all  hope  of  escap¬ 
ing  death  in  the  electric  chair  for  the  crime  he  had  com¬ 
mitted. 

At  midnight  Old  King  Brady  and  all  the  passengers  on 
the  swift  moving  train  were  fast  asleep. 

Harry  was  thirsty. 

Glancing  at  the  prisoner,  the  boy  observed  that  he  was 
lying  back  in  a  corner  of  his  seat,  apparently  asleep. 

The  ice-water  tank  was  at  the  end  of  the  car,  and  the  boy 
arose  and  made  his  way  toward  it,  never  suspecting  any 
trouble. 

He  was  not  gone  more  than  two  minutes. 

When  he  got  back  to  his  seat  and  glanced  in  the  direction 
where  he  had  left  the  prisoner  he  was  startled  to  see  that 
Troy  was  gone! 

Harry  was  astonished. 

He  thought  his  eyesight  deceived  him. 

“Good  Lord!”  he  gasped.  “What  has  become  of  him?” 

He  hurriedly  searched  the  car  from  one  end  to  the  other, 
but  to  his  alarm  saw  nothing  of  Troy. 

“How  did  he  get  away  so  quick?”  he  muttered. 

Then  he  aroused  Old  King  Brady. 

“The  prisoner  has  escaped,”  Harry  exclaimed. 

Old  King  Brady  started  as  if  he  were  shot. 
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"I  don't  know,”  replied  the  boy.  ‘‘Tie  wasn’t  out  of  my 
sight  more  than  two  minutes.  1  went  to  get  a  drink  of 
water.  When  I  returned  to  my  seat  he  was  gone.  I’ve 
searched  the  ear,  and  can't  find  him.” 

“The  window  next  to  his  seat  is  open.” 

“So  I  observed.” 

“Could  he  have  jumped  out  of  it?” 

“To  do  so  would  mean  certain  death  with  the  train  go¬ 
ing  so  fast.” 

“He  may  have  been  desperate  enough  to  risk  that 
chance.” 

“Well,  I'll  swear  he  didn’t  pass  out  of  either  door.  Had 
he  done  so  I  would  certainly  have  heard  him,”  said  the 
boy.  “He  could  not  have  passed  me  without  being  seen, 
and  he  would  scarcely  have  had  time  to  reach  the  door  at 
the  other  end  before  I  turned  around.” 

Then  you  can  depend  on  it  he  threw  himself  out  of  the 
window.” 

:  “May  the  Lord  help  him  if  he  did.” 

“We  must  stop  the  train  and  go  back  to  see.” 

“Here  comes  the  conductor.  Ask  him  about  it.” 

When  the  conductor  reached  them  Old  King  Brady  ex¬ 
plained  matters. 

The  man  reflected  a  moment,  then  said: 

“How  long  ago  was  it  you  missed  him?” 

“Five  minutes,”  replied  Hany,  after  a  moment’s 
thought. 

“We  must  be  about  four  miles  from  the  place  where  he 
jumped  overboard,  then,”  said  the  conductor.  “That 
would  be  a  long  tramp  for  you  to  take.  I  can  aid  you,  I 
think.” 

“How?”  eagerly  asked  Harry. 

“By  stopping  the  train  and  backing  up  for  five  minutes.” 

“Will  you  do  so?” 

“YTes.  We  have  no  follower  to-night,  so  there  won’t  be 
any  risk  in  that,”  said  the  conductor,  and  he  rang  the  bell. 

The  train  began  to  slacken  speed. 

In  a  few  moments  it  stopped. 

Just  as  it  did  so,  Harry  was  staring  ruefully  at  the  win¬ 
dow  out  of  which  he  suspected  the  prisoner  had  made  his 
escape. 

Something  wrhite  seemed  to  suddenly  flash  up  in  the  dark 
opening. 

It  looked  like  a  pair  of  human  hands  outside  the  car. 

Young  King  Brady  was  amazed. 

Bushing  to  the  window,  he  peered  out. 

It  was  a  dark  night. 

The  train  had  paused  in  a  lonely  spot. 

Peering  ahead,  where  the  lights  gleamed  out  the  car  win¬ 
dows,  Harry  saw  the  figure  of  a  man  rushing  along  bent 
over,  close  to  the  train. 

He  was  trying  to  keep  in  the  shadows  cast  by  the  cars. 

“There  he  goes!”  cried  the  boy,  excitedly,  as  he  drew  in 

his  head. 

Then  the  real  truth  flashed  across  his  mind  as  to  how  the 
villain  had  made  his  mysterious  disappearance. 

As  he  and  Old  King  B  rady  were  rushing  from  the  car  to 
pur  Uff  and  capture  Troy,  the  boy  exclaimed,  breathlessly: 


“He  must  have  climbed  out  the  window  feet  first,  and 
hung  down  outside  by  clinging  to  the  edge  of  the  sill. 
Knowing  we  would  stop  the  car  to  go  back  and  search  for 
him,  he  alighted  as  soon  as  the  train  paused.  Now  lie’s 
running  away.” 

By  this  time  they  had  alighted. 

Away  they  rushed  at  the  top  of  their  speed. 

Far  down  the  track  they  could  see  the  dim  outlines  of 
Troy’s  flying  figure,  and  they  raced  after  him. 

For  a  time  Troy  held  his  lead. 

Flampered  by  having  his  hands  shackled,  however,  he 
could  not  keep  up  this  speed  any  length  of  time. 

The  detectives  thereupon  began  to  gain  on  him. 

Troy  glared  back,  and  saw  them  pursuing  him. 

A  feeling  of  despair  overwhelmed  him,  but  he  kept  on 
running. 

Half  a  mile  was  covered  before  the  detectives  finally 
forged  up  to  him,  and  Yroung  King  Brady’s  hand  fell  heav¬ 
ily  on  his  shoulder. 

“Halt!”  the  boy  panted.  “We  have  you,  Troy.” 

The  villain  paused  and  began  to  swear  and  rave;  but  he 
had  to  submit,  and  they  finally  dragged  him  back  to  the 
train. 

The  cars  started  off  again. 

When  they  questioned  him  about  his  escape,  he  admitted 
that  he  had  slipped  out  the  window  as  Harry  suspected. 

After  that  they  had  no  further  trouble  with  him. 

They  finally  reached  New  Yrork. 

Yank  Troy  was  put  in  jail,  and  the  girl  put  up  at  a 
hotel,  while  the  Bradys  got  rid  of  their  cowboy  costumes 
and  bought  new  clothing. 

The  detectives  then  called  at  headquarters  and  made  a 
report  of  their  work  to  the  chief,  who  complimented  them 
on  their  success. 

Shortly  afterward  Troy  w*as  put  on  trial. 

The  evidence  of  Emily  convicted  him,  and  she  thus 
avenged  the  cruel  death  of  her  father. 

Troy  was  found  guilty,  was  sentenced,  and  eventually 
was  electrocuted. 

After  that  the  Bradys  began  the  pursuit  of  another  im¬ 
portant  case,  and  were  soon  involved  in  a  series  of  perils 
and  mysteries  that  taxed  all  their  courage  and  sagacity. 

A  lyistory  of  their  later  exploits  will  be  found  in  our  next 
number.  We  need  say  no  more  about  them  here.  But  a 
perusal  of  their  new  case  will  be  found  to  be  of  deep  in¬ 
terest. 

THE  END. 
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Fred  Fearnot’s  Puzzle  ;  or,  Worrying  the  Bunco  Steerers. 

Fred  Fearnot  and  Evelyn  ;  or,  The  Infatuated  Rival. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Wager ;  or,  Downing  a  Brutal  Sport. 

Fred  Fearnot  at  St.  Simons:  or,  The  Mystery  of  a  Georgia  Island 
Fred  Fearnot  Deceived  ;  or,  After  the  Wrong  Man. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Charity  ;  or,  Teaching  Others  a  Lesson. 

Fred  Fearnot  as  “The  Judge  ;”  or,  Heading  off  the  Lynchers. 

Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Clown  ;  or.  Saving  the  Old  Man’s  Place. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Fine  Work  ;  or,  Up  Against  a  Crank. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Bad  Break  ;  or,  What  Happened  to  Jones. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Round  Up  ;  or,  A  Lively  Time  on  the  Ranche. 

Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Giant ;  or,  A  Hot  Time  in  Cheyenne. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Cool  Nerve  ;  or,  Giving  It  Straight  to*  the  Boys. 
Fred  Fearnot’s  Way  ;  or,  Doing  Up  a  Sharper. 

Fred  Fearnot  in  a  Fix ;  or,  The  Blackmailer's  Game. 

Fred  Fearnot  as  a  “Broncho  Buster ;”  or,  A  Great  Time  in  the 
Wild  West. 


1.18  Fred  Fearnot  and  His  Mascot ;  or,  Evelyn’s  Fearless  Ride. 

119  Fred  Fearnot’s  Strong  Arm  ;  or,  The  Bad  Man  of  Arizona. 

120  Fred  Fearnot  as  a  “Tenderfoot ;”  or,  Having  Fun  with  the  Cow¬ 

boys. 

121  Fred  Fearnot  Captured;  or,  In  the  Hands  of  His  Enemies. 

122  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Banker ;  or,  A  Schemer’s  Trap  to  Ruin  Him 

123  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Feat;  or,  Winning  a  Fortune  on  Skates. 

124  Fred  Fearnot's  Iron  Will  ;  or.  Standing  Up  for  the  Right. 

125  Fred  Fearnot  Cornered;  or,  Evelyn  and  the  Widow. 

126  Fred  Fearnot’s  Daring  Scheme;  or,  Ten  Days  in  an  Insane  Asylum. 

127  Fred  Fearnot’s  Honor;  or.  Backing  Up  His  Word. 

128  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Lawyer;  or.  Young  Billv  Dedham’s  Case. 

129  Fred  Fearnot  at  West  Point;  or.  Having  Fun  with  the  Hazers. 

130  Fred  Fearnot’s  Secret  Society;  or.  The  Knights  of  the  Black  Ring 

131  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Gambler;  or,  The  Trouble  on  the  Lake  Front. 

132  Fred  Fearnot’s  Challenge;  or,  King  of  the  Diamond  Field. 
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These  Books  Tell  You  Everything! 

A  COMPLETE  SET  IS  I  REGULAR  ENCYCLOPEDIA! 

Each  book  consists  of  sixty-four  pages,  printed  on  good  paper,  in  clear  type  and  neatly  bound  in  an  attractive,  illustrated  cover, 
Most  of  the  books  are  also  profusely  illustrated,  and  all  of  the  subjects  treated  upon  are  explained  in  -such  a  simple  manner  that  any 
child  can  thoroughly  understand  them.  Look  over  the  list  as  classified  and  see  if  you  want  to  know  anything  about  the  subjects 
mentioned.  _  _ _ _ _ 

THESE  BOOKS  ARE  FOR  SALE  BY  ALL  NEWSDEALERS  OR  WILL  BE  SENT  BY  MAIL  TO  ANY  ADDRESS 
FROM  THIS  OFFICE  ON  RECEIPT  OF  PRICE,  TEN  CENTS  EACH,  OR  ANY  THREE  BOOKS  FOR  TWENTY-FIVE 
CENTS.  POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY.  Address  FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square,  N.  Y. 


SPORTING. 

No.  21.  HOW  TO  HUNT  AND  FISH. — The  most  complete 
hunting  and  fishing  guide  ever  published.  It  contains  full  in¬ 
structions  about  guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping  and  fishing, 
together  with  descriptions  of  game  and  fish. 

No.  26.  HOW  TO  ROW,  SAIL  AND  BUILD  A  BOAT.— Fully 
illustrated.  Every  boy  should  know  how  to  row  and  sail  a  boat. 
Full  instructions  are  given  in  this  little  book,  together  with  in¬ 
structions  on  swimming  and  riding,  companion  sports  to  boating. 

No.  47.  HOW  TO  BREAK,  RIDE,  AND  DRIVE  A  HORSE.— 
A  complete  treatise  on  the  horse.  Describing  the  most  useful  horses 
for  business,  the  best  horses  for  the  road ;  also  valuable  recipes  for 
idiseases  peculiar  to  the  horse. 

No.  48.  HOW  TO  BUILD  AND  SAIL  CANOES— A  handy 
book  for  boys,  containing  full  directions  for  constructing  canoes 
and  the  most  popular  manner  of  sailing  them.  Fvlly  illustrated. 
By  C.  Stansfield  Hicks. 

FORTUNE  TELLING. 

,  No.  1.  NAPOLEON’S  ORACULUM  AND  DREAM  BOOK.— 
Containing  the  great  oracle  of  human  destiny ;  *alsn  the  true  mean¬ 
ing  of  almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  with  charms,  ceremonies, 
and  curious  games  of  cards.  A  complete  book. 

No.  23.  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS. — Everybody  dreams, 
from  the  little  child  to  the  aged  man  and  woman.  This  little  book 
gives  the  explanation  to  all  kinds  of  dreams,  together  with  lucky 
and  unlucky  days,  and  “Napoleon’s  Oraculum;”  the  book  of  fate. 

No  28.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES. — Everyone  is  desirous  of 
knowing  what  his  future  life  will  bring  forth,  whether  happiness  or 
misery,  wealth  or  poverty.  You  can  tell  by  a  glance  at  this  little 
book.  Buy  one  and  be  convinced.  Tell  your  own  fortune.  Tell 

thNo!r76DeHO^UTOrifELL  FORTUNES  BY  THE  -HAND^ 
Containing  rules  for  telling  fortunes  ;by  the  aid  of  the  fines  of  the 
hand,  or  the  secret  of  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  df  telling  future 
events  by  aid  of  moles,  marks,  scars,  etc.  Illustrated.  By  A. 

Anderson.  , 

ATHLETIC, 

No  6.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE.— Giving  full  in, 
ktruction  for  the  use  of  dumb  bells,  Indian  clubs,  parallel  bars, 
horizontal  bars  and  various  other  methods  of  developing  a  good, 
healthy  muscle;  containing  over  sixty  illustrations.  Every  boy  can 
become  strong  and  healthy  by  following  the  instructions  contained 

‘“no^IO^HOW^’tO  BOX.— The  art  of  self-defense  made  easy. 
Containing  over  thirty  illustrations  of  guards,  blows  and  the  differ¬ 
ent  positions  of  a  good  boxer.  Every  boy  should  obtain  one  of 
these  useful  and  instructive  books,  as  it  will  teach  you  how  to  box 

W1NoU 25 nHOWUTO' BECOME  A  GYMNAST.— Containing  full 
iwotrii rtioriq  for  all  kinds  of  gymnastic  sports  and  athletic  exercises. 
Kadng ’thirty -five illustrations.  By  Professor  W.  Macdonald. 

A  V*n  )?4aIHOWf,T000FENCE.— Containing  full  instruction  for 
fencing  and  the  use  of  the  broadsword  ;  also  instruction  in  archery. 
Described  with  twenty-one  practical  illustrations,  giving  the  best 

P°No  °61. 1  HOW  TO  BECOMEA  ^BOWLER. — A  complete  manual 
bowling.  Containing  full  instructions  for  playing  all  the  stand¬ 
ard  American  and  German  games;  together  with  rules  and  systems 
of  sporting  in  use  by  the  principal  bowling  clubs  in  the  Lnited 
States.  By  Bartholomew  Batterson. 

TRICKS  WITH  CARDS, 

No  51.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— Containing 
unlanations  of  the  general  principles  of  sleight-of-hand  applicable 
toward  tricks;  of  card  tricks  with  ordinary  cards,  and  not  requiring 
■U irh t- of -ha n d  •  of  tricks  involving  sleight-of-hand,  or  the.  use  of 
\\y  prepared  cards.  By  Professor  Haffner.  With  illustra¬ 
te  72  'HOW  TO  DO  SIXTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— Em- 
bracing  all  of  the  latest  and  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  with  d- 

toirtr. t A,j.fA "i'^FORTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS. — 
Containing  deceptive  Curd  Trick,  ae  performed  by  leading  conjurers 
maec.^an*.  Arranged  tor  borne  amusement.  Fully  illustrated. 


MAGIC.  , 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS. — The  great  book  of  magic  and 

card  tricks,  containing  full  instruction  of  all  the  leading  card  tricks 
of  the  day,  also  tbe  most  popular  magical  illusions  as  performed  by 
our  leading  magicians ;  every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book, 
as  it  will  both  amuse  and  instruct. 

No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT.— Heller’s  second  sight 
explained  by  his  former  assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining  how 
the  secret  dialogues  were  carried  on  between  the  magician  and  the 
boy  on  the  stage ;  also  giving  all  the  codes  and  signals.  The  only 
authentic  explanation  of  second  sight. 

No.  43.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  .MAGICIAN.— Containing  the 
grandest  assortment  of  .magical  illusions  ever  placed  before  the 
public.  Also  tricks  with  cards,  incantations,  etc. 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  over 
one  hundred  highly  amusing*  and  instructive  tricks  with  chemicals. 
By  A.  Anderson.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  69.  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT  OF  HAND.— Containing  over 
fifty  of  the  latest  and  best  tricks  used  by  magicians.  Also  contain¬ 
ing  the  secret  of  second  sight.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  70.  HOWTO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS.— Containing' full 
directions  for  making  Magic  Toys  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  By 
A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  NUMBERS— Showing 
many  curious  tricks  with  figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  By  A. 
Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  75.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  CONJURER.— Containing 
tricks  with  Dominoes,  Dice,  Cups  and  Balls,  Hats,  etc.  Embracing 
thirty-six  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  78.  HOW  TO  DO  THE  BLACK  ART.— Containing  a  com¬ 
plete  description  of  the  mysteries  of  Magic  and  Sleight  of  Hand, 
together  With  many  wonderful  experiments.  By  A.  Anderson. 
Illustrated. 

MECHANICAL. 

No.  29.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  INVENTOR.— Every  boy 
should  know  how  inventions  originated.  This  book  explains  them 
all,  giving  examples  in  electricity,  hydraulics,  magnetism,  optics, 
pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc.,  etc.  The  most  instructive  book  pub¬ 
lished. 

No.  56.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ENGINEER.— Containing  full 
instructions  how  to  proceed  in  order  to  become  a  locomotive  en¬ 
gineer  ;  also  directions  for  building  a  model  locomotive ;  together 
with  a  full  description  of  everything  an  engineer  should  know. 

No.  57.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS. — Full 
directions  how  to  make  a  Banjo,  Violin,  Zither,  Aeolian  Harp,  Xylo¬ 
phone  and  other  musical  instruments ;  together  with  a  brief  de¬ 
scription  of  nearly  every  musical  instrument  used^in  ancient  or 
modern  times.  Profusely  illustrated.  By  Algernorr  S.  Fitzgerald, 
for  twenty  years  bandmaster  of  the  Royal  Bengal  Marines. 

No.  59.  HOW  TO  MAKE  A  MAGIC  LANTERN.— Containing 
a  description  of  the  lantern,  together  with  its  history  and  invention. 
Also  full  directions  for  its  use  and  for  painting  slides.  Handsomely 
illustrated,  by  John  Allen. 

No.  71.  HOW  TO  DO  MECHANICAL  TRICKS.— Containing 
complete  instructions  for  performing  over  sixty  Mechanical  Tricks. 
By  A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

LETTER  WRITING. 

No.  11.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS.— A  most  com¬ 
plete  little  book,  containing  full  directions  for  writing  love-letters, 
and  when  to  use  them ;  also  giving  specimen  letters  for  both  young 
and  old. 

No.  12.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  LADIES.— Giving 
complete  instructions  for  writing  letters  to  ladies  on  all  subjects; 
also  letters  of  introduction,  notes  and  requests. 

No.  24,  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  GENTLEMEN.— 
Containing  full  directions  for  writing  to  gentlemen  on  all  subjects ; 
also  giving  sample  letters  for  instruction. 

No.  53.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS.— A  wonderful  little 
book,  telling  you  how  to  write  to  your  sweetheart,  your  father, 
mother,  sister,  brother,  employer;  and,  in  fact,  everybody  and  any¬ 
body  you  wish  to  write  to.  Every  young  man  and  every  young 
lady  in  the  land  should  have  this  book. 

No.  74.  IIOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  CORRECTLY.— Con¬ 
taining  full  instructions  for  writing  letters  on  almost  any  subject; 
also  rules  for  punctuation  and  composition ;  together  with  specimen 
letters.  ^ 


THE  STAGE. 

No.  41.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  END  MEN’S  JOKE 
BOOK.— Containing  a  great  variety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  by  the 
most  famous  end  men.  No  amateur  minstrels  is  complete  without 
this  wonderful  little  book.  „ 

No.  42.  T11E  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  STUMP  SPEAKER.— 
Containing  a  varied  assortment  of  stump  speeches,  Negro,  Dutch 
and  Irish.  Also  end  men’s  jokes.  Just  the  thing  for  home  amuse¬ 
ment  and  amateur  shows. 

No.  45.  T1IE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  MINSTREL  GUIDE 
AND  JOKE  BOOK. — Something  new  and  very  instructive.  Every 
boy  should  obtain  this  book,  as  it  contains  full  instructions  for  or¬ 
ganizing  an  amateur  minstrel  troupe. 

No.  05.  MULDOON’S  JOKES.— This  is  one  of  the  most  original 
joke  books  ever  published,  and  it  is  brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It 
contains  a  large  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums,  etc.,  of 
Terrence  Muldoon,  the  great  wit,  humorist  and  practical  joker  of 
the  day.  Every  boy  who  can  enjoy  a  good  substantial  joke  should 
obtain  a  copv  immediately. 

No.  79.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR. — Containing  com¬ 
plete  instructions  how  to  make  up  for  various  characters  on  the 
stage;  together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager,  Prompter, 
Scenic  Artist  and  Property  Man.  By  a  prominent  Stage  Manager. 

No.  80.  GUS  WILLIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK. — Containing  the  lat¬ 
est  jokes,  anecdotes  and  funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  and 
ever  popular  German  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages ;  handsome 
colored  cover  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of  the  author. 

HOUSEKEEPING- 

No.  16.  HOW  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN— Containing 
full  instructions  for  constructing  a  window  garden  either  in  town 
or  country,  and  the  most  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful 
flowers  at  home.  The  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub¬ 
lished. 

No.  30.  HOW  TO  COOK. — One  of  the  most  instructive  books 
on  cooking  ever  published.  It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats, 
fish,  game  and  oysters ;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
pastry,  and  a  grand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 
cooks. 

No.  37.  HOW  TO  KEEP  HOUSE. — It  contains  information  for 
everybody,  boys,  girls,  men  and  women  ;  it  will  teach  you  how  to 
make  almost  anything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments, 
brackets,  cements,  Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  birds. 

ELECTRICAL. 

No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY.— A  de¬ 
scription  of  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  ; 
together  with  full  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries, 
etc.  By  George  Trebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il¬ 
lustrations. 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES.— Con¬ 
taining  full  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
coils,  dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity. 
Bj?  R.  A.  R.  Bennett.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  a 
large  collection  of  instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 
together  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ENTERTAINMENT 

No.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.  By  Harry 
Kennedy.  The  secret  given  away.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading 
this  book  of  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting  multi¬ 
tudes  every  night  with  his  wonderful  imitations),  can  master  the 
art,  and  create  any  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the 
greatest  book  ever  published,  and  there’s  millions  (of  fun)  in  it. 
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No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN 
very  valuable  little  book  just  published, 
of  games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic 
for  parlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment, 
money  than  anv  book  published. 

No.  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES.— A 
book,  containing  the  rules  and  regulations 
backgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc. 

No.  3().  HOW  TO  SOLY  E  CONUNDRUMS. — Containing  all 
the  leading  conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 
and  witty  sayings. 

No.  52.  HOW  1  O  PLAY  CARDS. — A  complete  and  handy  little 
book,  giving  the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing  Euchre,  Crib- 
bage,  Casino,  Forty-five,  Rounce,  Pedro  Sancho,  Draw  Poker, 
Auction  Pitch,  All  Fours  and  many  other  popular  games  of  cards’ 

No.  66.  HOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES.— Containing  over  thrPA  hun¬ 
dred  interesting  puzzles  and  conundrums  with  key  to 
complete  book.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ETIQUETTE. 

No.  13.  HOW  TO  DO  IT;  OR,  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE. — It 
is  a  great  life  secret,  and  one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know 
all  about.  1  here  s  happiness  in  it. 

No.  33.  IIOYV  TO  BEHAVE.— Containing  the  rules  and  eti¬ 
quette  of  good  society  and  the  easiest  and  most  approved  methods 
of  appearing  to  good  advantage  at  parties,  balls,  the  theatre,  church 
and  in  the  drawing-room. 

DECLAMATION. 

RECITE  AND  BOOK  OF  RECITATIONS, 
it  popular  selections  in  use.  comprising  Dutch 
and  Irish  dialect  pieces,  together 


‘ft,  Yankee 
readings. 
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No.  31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER.— Contamin 
teen  illustrations,  giving  the  different  position*  requisite  to  become 
a  good  speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  containing  gems  from 
all  the  popular  authors  of  prose  and  poetry,  arranged  in  the  most 

simple  and  concise  manner  possible.  .  .  , 

No  49.  HOW  TO  DEBATE.— Giving  rules  for  conducting  de¬ 
bates,  outlines  for  debates,  questions  for  discussion,  and  the  best 
sources  for  procuring  information  on  the  questions  given. 

SOCIETY. 

No.  3.  IIOVT  TO  FLIRT— The  arts  and 
fullv  explained  by  this  little  book.  .  . 

handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  con 
tains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers,  which  is 
interesting  to  everybody,  both  old  and  young.  You  cannot  be  happy 

No.  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  a  new  and  handsome 
little  book  just  issued  by  Frank  Tousey.  It  contains  full  instruc¬ 
tions  in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ballroom  and  at  parties, 
how  to  dress,  and  full  directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  square 

dances 

No.  5.  IIOYY7  TO  MAKE  LOY7E. — A  complete  guide  to  love, 
courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquette 
to  be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interesting  things  not  gen¬ 
erally  known.  .  . 

No.  17.  HOW  TO  DRESS. — Containing  full  instruction  in  the 
art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  at  home  and  abroad,  giving  the 
selections  of  colors,  material,  and  how  to  have  them  made  up. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL. — One  of  the 
brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to  the  world. 
Every bodv  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  male  and 
female.  The  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  costless.  Read  this  book 
and  be  convinced  how  to  become  beautiful. 

BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS.— Handsomely  illustrated  and 
containing  full  instructions  for  the  management  and  training  of  the 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No.  39.  HOYV  TO  RAISE  DOGS,  POULTRY.  PIGEONS  AND 
RABBITS.— A  useful  and  instructive  book.  Handsomely  illus¬ 
trated.  Bv  Ira  Drofraw. 

No.  40.  HOYV  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS— Including  hints 
on  how  to  catch  moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  birds. 
Also  how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated.  By  J.  Harrington 
Keene. 

No.  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS.— A  valu¬ 
able  book,  giving  instructions  in  collecting,  preparing,  mounting 
and  preserving  birds,  annuals  and  insects. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PETS.— Giving  com¬ 
plete  information  as  to  the  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping, 
taming,  breeding  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets ;  also  giving  full 
instructions  for  making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by  twenty- 
eight  illustrations,  making  it  the  most  complete  book  of  the  kind 
ever  published. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SCIENTIST.— A  useful  and  in¬ 
structive  book,  giving  a  complete  trea  ise  on  chemistry  ;  also  ex¬ 
periments  in  acoustics,  mechanics,  mathematics,  chemistry,  and 
directions  for  making  fireworks,  colored  fires  and  gas  balloons. 
This  book  cannot  be  equaled. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY. — A  complete  handbook  for 
making  all  kinds  of  candy,  ice  cream,  svrups,  essences,  etc.  etc. 

No.  19.  FRANK  TOUSEY’S  UNITED  STATES  DISTANCE 
TABLES,  POCKET  COMPANION  AND  GUIDE.— Giving  the 
official  distances  on  all  the  railroads  of  the  United  States  and 
Canada.  Also  table  of  distances  by  water  to  foreign  ports,  hack 
fares  in  the  principal  cities,  reports  of  the  census,  etc.,  etc.,  making 
it  one  of  the  most  complete  and  handy  books  published. 

No.  38.  HOYV  TO  BECOME  YOL’R  OWN  DOCTOR.— A  won¬ 
derful  book,  containing  useful  and  practical  information  in  the 
treatment  of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  common  to  every 
family.  Abounding  in  useful  and  effective  recipes  for  general  com¬ 
plaints. 

No.  55.  HOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS  AND  COINS.— Con¬ 
taining  valuable  information  regarding  the  collecting  and  arranging' 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  58.  HOYV  TO  BE  A  DETECTIVE.— By  Old  King  Brady, 
the  world-known  detective.  In  which  he  lays  down  some  valuable 
and  sensible  rules  for  beginners,  and  also  relates  some  adventures 
and  experiences  of  well-known  detectives. 

No.  60.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOGRAPHER.— Contain¬ 
ing  useful  information  regarding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  it: 
also  how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern  Slides  and  other 
Transparencies.  Handsomely  illustrated.  Bv  Captain  W.  De  W. 
Abney. 

No.  62.  IIOW  TO  BECOME  A  YY^EST  POINT  MILITARY 
CADET.  (  ontaining  full  explanations  how  to  gain  aduiittanv'C, 
course  of  Study,  Examinations,  Duties.  Staff  of  Officers  Post 
Guard,  Police  Regulations,  Fire  Department,  and  all  a  boy  should 
know  to  bo  u  Cadet.  (  ornpiled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarvns,  author 
of  ‘How  to  Rerome  a  Naval  Cadet.” 

No.  63.  IIOYV  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL  CADET. — Complete  in¬ 
structions  of  how  to  gain  admission  to  the  Annapolis  Naval 
Also  containing  the  course  of  instruction,  description 
^^^^■and  buildings,  historical  sketch,  and  everything  a  Nov 
should  know  to  become  an  officer  in  the  United  States  Navy  Conv- 
piled  and  written  by  Lu  Smarms,  author  of  *TIow  to  Become  a 


Academy, 
of  grounds 


and  written  by  Lu 
West  Point  Military  Cadet. 

CENTS  EACH,  OH  3  FOR  25  CENTS. 

TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square,  New  York. 
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The  Illaek  Band  :  or,  The  Two  King  Bradys  Against  a  Hard  Gang. 
An  Interesting  Detective  Story. 

Told  by  the  Ticker;  or,  The  Two  King  Bradys  on  a  Wall  Street 

The'1  Bradys  After  a  Million  ;  or.  Their  Chase  to  Save  an  Heiress. 
-Hn*  Bradys'  Great  Bluff;  or.  A  Bunco  Game  that  Failed  to  Work. 

In  and  Out:  or,  The  Two  King  Bradys  on  a  Lively  Chase. 

1’he  Bradys'  Hard  Fight;  or,  After  the  Pullman  Car  Crooks 
Case  Number  Ten:  or.  The  Bradys  and  the  Private  Asylum  fraud. 
The  Bradys’  Silent  Search  ;  or,  Tracking  the  Deaf  and  Dumb  Gang. 
The  Maniac  Doctor  .  or.  Old  and  Young  King  Brady  in  Peril. 

Held  at  Bay  ;  or.  The  Bradys  on  a  Ballling  Case. 

Miss  Mystery,  the  Girl  from  Chicago;  or,  Old  and  Young  King 
Brady  on  a  Dark  Trail.  ,  _  .  ,  ^  . 

The  Bradys’  Deep  Game  ;  or.  Chasing  the  Society  Crooks. 

Hop  Lee.  the  Chinese  Slave  Dealer;  or,  Old  and  Young  King  Brady 
and  the  Opium  Fiends. 


The  Bradys  in  the  Daik 
The  Queen  of  Diamonds 
The  Bradys  on  Top:  or, 
The  Missing  Engineer  ; 

Lightning  Express. 
The  Bradys'  Fight  For 
The  Bradys'  Best  Case  ; 
The  Foot  in  the  Frog 
Mystery  of  the  Owl 
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The  Hardest  Case  of  All. 

The  Two  King  Bradys'  Treasure  Case. 
Great  River  Mystery. 

Oid  and  Young  King  Brady  and  the 


a  Life  ;  or,  A  Mystery  Hard  to  Solve. 

;  or.  Tracking  the  lliver  Pirates. 

:  or,  Old  and  Young  King  Brady  and  the 
Train. 


The  Bradys’  Hard  Luck:  or.  Working  Against  Odds. 

The  Bradcs  Ballled  :  or.  In  Search  of  the  Green  Goods  Men. 

The  Opium  King:  or.  The  Bradys’  Great  Chinatown  Case. 

The  Bradys  in  Wall  Street:  or,  A  Plot  to  Steal  a  Million. 

The  Girl  From  Boston  ;  or,  Old  and  Young  King  Brady  on  a  Peculiar 

The  Bradys  and  the  Shoplifters:  or,  Hard  Work  on  a  Dry  Goods 
Case. 

Zig  Zag  the  Clown:  or.  The  Bradys’  Great  Circus  trail. 

The  Bradys  Out  West:  or,  Winning  a  Hard  Case. 

After  the  Kidnappers  ;  or.  The  Bradys  on  a  False  Clue, 
old  and  Young  King  Bradys'  Battle;  or.  Bound  to  Win  Their  Case. 
The  Bradys'  Race  Track  Job:  or,  Crooked  Work  Among  Jockeys. 
Found  in  the  Bay  ;  or.  The  Bradys  on  a  Great  Murder  Mystery. 

The  Bradys  in  Chicago  :  or.  Solving  the  Mystery  of  the  Lake  Front. 
The  Bradys’  Great  Mistake  ;  or.  Shadowing  the  Wrong  Man. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Mail  Mystery;  or.  Working  for  the  Government. 
The  Bradys  Down  South  ;  or.  The  Great  Plantation  Mystery. 

The  House  in  the  Swamp;  or,  The  Bradys'  Keenest  Work. 

The  Knock-out-Drops  Gang  ;  or,  The  Bradys’  Risky  Venture. 

The  Bradys'  Close  Shave;  or,  Into  the  Jaws  of  Death. 

The  Bradvs'  Star  Case  ;  or.  Working  for  Love  and  Glory. 

The  Bradys  in  ’Frisco;  or,  A  Three  Thousand  Mile  Hunt. 

1’he  Bradys  and  the  Express  Thieves :  or.  Tracing  the  Package 
Marked  ••Paid.” 

The  Bradys’  Hot  Chase  :  or,  After  the  Horse  Stealers. 

The  Bradys'  Great  Wager;  or.  The  Queen  of  Little  Monte  Carlo. 
'The  Bradvs’  Double  Net  :  or.  Catching  the  Keenest  of  Criminals. 
The  Man’  in  the  Steel  Mask  ;  or,  The  Bradys'  Work  for  a  Great 
Fortune. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Black  Trunk  :  or.  Working  a  Silent  Clew. 

Going  It  Blind  :  or.  The  Bradys’  Good  Luck. 

The  Bradys  Balked;  or.  Working  up  Queer  Evidence. 
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The  Bradys  and  the  Opium  Dens ;  or,  Trapping  the  Crooks  of 
Chinatown.  . 

The  Bradys  Down  East  ;  or.  The  Mystery  of  a  Country  Town. 
Working  for  the  Treasury  :  or.  The  Bradys  and  the  Bank  Burglars. 
The  Bradys'  Fatal  Clew  ;  or,  A  Desperate  Game  for  Gold. 
Shadowing  the  Sharpers:  or.  The  Bradys’  .$10,000  Deal. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Firebug:  or.  Found  in  the  Flames. 

The  Bradys  in  Texas  :  or,  The  Great  Ranch  Mystery. 

The  Bradys  on  the  Ocean  :  or.  The  Mystery  of  Stateroom  No.  7. 
The  Bradys  and  the  Office  Boy  :  or.  Working  Up  a  Business  Case. 
The  Bradys  in  the  Backwoods ;  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  Hunters 
Camp. 
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